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Btceam, and with the most genial and appreciative sympathies 
for whatever is best and most beautiful in literature, art, and 
social intercourse, she combined advantagea calculated to 
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make her Tisita missiona fruitful with facta and views of 
wide general interest and utOity. 

Some of her luttprs to hei fiiends written durmg the 
hunj of tiavol were yet so graphic and attrietive that 
they weie given to the press and being reproduced all 
thiough the country eswted an almost univer'ial desite for 
the publication of a full account of her trivel Thoie 
friends who were admitted t her mtimacies at home he 
came aware what a rich mine of pleasing information and 
mfe estmg adventure existed m the iiri us mem randa 
she had made while in Europe Their solicitations and 
riiterated pervasions frfm liteiary fiiends m all parts of 
the Union led f the prepaiation of this volume The 
original lournala ^nd letters haie be n eirefiilly levised by 
their authoi, additional memomls have been added and 
many parts that m tho original frrm necegs-arily partook 
largely jf the personal and egotiotic have been omitted 

This statement might suffice to introduce these Houtb- 
NiEB OE Travel to the world, but the Publiahers deem it 
proper to add a few worda as to the gifted and accomplished 
author. Madame Octavia Walton Le Vert is perhaps more 
widely known, in a social way, than any other American 
lady. Bom in Georgia, the grandchild of that Walton 
who was both sage and soldior in the Revolution, and whoso 
name is immortal on the Chart of Amerioau Freedom, she 
had from her infancy the highest social and intellectual ad- 
vantages. Beared to womanhood at Ponsacola, she received 
the moat thorough instruction, and became fully versed not 
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only in her native tongue, but in the French, Spanish, and 
Italian languages, speaking and writing them with aecuraej 
and elegance. The presence of tlie Kavy officers at Pon- 
sacola gave a great charm to the society there, and 
under the most propitious auspices the jonng flower 
expanded to light and beauty. The gifta of personal loveli- 
ness were Lera in a very high degree ; but her intellectual 
accomplishments, and tte perpetual sunshine of a gay and 
joyous spirit, always amiable, kind, and considerate, gave to 
their possessor her chief charms. Visiting the principal 
cities of the Union, and the principal points of fashionable 
resort, Miss Walton became widely known, admired, and be- 
loved. At Washington City she was early honored by the 
warm friendship of Mr. Clay, which contiuued until his 
death, — an event that drew from his' fair friend one of the 
most touching and elociuent tributes to his memory. Mr. 
Calhoun also was exceedingly kind to the " gifted daughter 
of the South," as he was pleased to call her, and particularly 
admired a series of sketches of distinguished Senators, Eepre- 
sentatives, and Statesmen, whom she had met at the Federal 
Capita!,— a work which we regret has never been published. 

The life of a lady is commonly a calm current ol 
duties and social benevolences. The author of these v 
became the wife of Dr. Henry 8. Le Vort, a learned and emi- 
nent physician of Mobile, Alabama. A circle of beautiful 
children sprang up around them, and claimed the constant 
care and nurture of their mother. In the performance of 
this part has been one of the chief beauties of her life. At 
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the same time, slie haa filled tie Lighoat social position, and 
dispensed the most enlarged hospitality. No stranger of 
distinction has visited Mobile for years, without seeking her 
aoc[iiaintanee, and reeeiying the most cordial kindness. This 
has made hor friends in every part of the world, and among 
the most influential personages. Lady Emellne Stuart 
Wortley, a daughter of the Duie of Rutland, and of the 
household of Queen Victoria, and Fredcrika Bremer, the 
gifted novelist of Sweden, whose raoro than royal fame Is 
everywhere acknowledged, thus became united in ties of the 
strongest personal friendship, baptized too, as it were, in 
tears of mutual sympathy and suffering at the time, with 
Madame Le Vert. 

These acquaintanceships were mainly influential in in- 
ducing the first visit of our fair countrywoman to Europe, 
and gave her that immediate enir6e into the highest society, 
whose experiences constitute the chief specialty of her 
Souvenirs. 

Of the intrinsic characteristics of the present volume, the 
publishers will not particularly speak. The book, they think, 
will be found fully worthy of the high fame of the author. 
Upon her part, it is given to the public with the moat shrink- 
ing reluctance. She does not aspire to the laurels of author- 
ship, but only desires to impart to others the pleasure, re- 
ceived from wandering amid the storied scenes of the Old 
World, and holding social communion with personages whose 
names are " whispered by the lips of fame." Few itineraries, 
however, will be found so full of valuable information, so 
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rich in brilliant description 8, and so pictuTe8c[Tie and glowing 
in style and arrangement of particulars. This will make the 
book invaluable to all of our oitizens who may visit Europe, 
and wish to have an intelligent guide and companion in their 
travels. One pervading charm they will find in these volumes, 
that will stir and keep fresh their own patriotism ,^th at iu 
all her wanderings, whether at the refined court of St. Jamoa 
in the imperial presence of Louis Napoleon, or under the 
consecrated tapestries of the Papal palace, our accomplished 
countrywoman was ever staunchly true to her republican 
lineage, and eame back home American in heart and mind. 

With those thoughts as to the book and its author, the 
publishers respectfully submit it to the reador, confident that 
they have made a valuable contribution to a most interesting 
branob of the rising literature of our country. 

Mobile. JiOp. 135T. 
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BEBATA. 

L. I. Page 2i, 8th line from bottooi, (ov " Sovereign " read 



Pi^e Sd, 1 1th liae, for "sung " read "sunk," 
Page 38, nthline, for "5(-"Petep read "Sir" Peter. 
Page 217, 4tli line from bottom, for " P^schier" read 
" Feuhiera." 

Page 830, 8th line from bottom, for " Lucar " read 
"Jjucusr 
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SOUVENIRS OF TRAVEL. 



CUAPTEE I. 

It was just twelve o'clock, June 11th, 185iJ, when the great 
gun of the Atlantic sounded forth its farewell to America. 
The wharves and shipping around were thronged with a 
dense mass of human beings, whose loud cheers answered the 
cannon's roar. Many were the kind faces beaming with 
friendship upon ua as the noble ship gracefully passed from 
her moorings. There was no sadness in their glances, and 
my own heart bounded with joy, as the shores of the beauti- 
ful hay melted iuto distance. 

The dream of my life had been to visit Europe, and now 
the great white wings of the Atlantic, aided by the Magician 
of the Nineteenth Century, mighty steam, was about to real- 
ize my brightest hopes. My emotions were full of radiant 
delight, as bright and sparkling as the myriad diamond drops 
whicli fell in showers from the swift-moving wheels of the 



There were more than two hundred passengers, and n 
la assembled a more raerry, gciiia!, agvoeable set of perf 
Vol, I,— .1 
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a BOUVENIIiS OF 

All portions of the world seemed represented, (save China.) 
There were Frenchmeis, Germans, Englishmen, Spaniardg, 
and Norwegians — Chilians from the silver mines — Peruvians 
from near the equator — Cubans from the " Uem of the An- 
tilles " — Californians, hastening to the Old World, to pur- 
chase with their gold recompense for many a privation ; also 
an Australian, who had been among the first to dig the 
precious metal in that far-away land. There were blooming 
English and lovely Amerieaa women; statesmen, judges, 
generals, and orators, poets, artists, and musicians. A spirit 
of kindness and cordiality encircled us, and each one appeared 
earnest for the othe'r's happiness. 

For two days, life was an enchantment ; but upon the 
third day I was seized by that dsmon of the ocean, (in com- 
mon parlance, sea-sickness,) and bo tightly did he grasp me, 
that for several days I lay still and death-like. However, 
tho "indomitable will" of my nature would he no longer 
controlled, and then came on a fierce struggle between us. 
I would not yield, though my anguish was incspressible. 
Each day I ascended the deck, in spite of the ioy coldness of 
the wind, which betokened our near approach to the icebergs. 

My good friends, after bringing me on deek, would wrap 
me up, like an Egyptian mummy, in buffalo robes, California 
blankets, and Mexican ponchos. In truth, none of the mum- 
mies of old had more valuable enwrapments. Sometimes 
we enjoyed the luxury of a great buffalo robe, brought from 
Chicago by a gentleman en route for England, and intended 
as a present to Queen Victoria. Very gallantly he permitted 
the "soyereign" of his own. country to make it a resting- 
place. To cheer the long hours, I often told them Indian 
legends, and one of the " Alabama " (signifying " here we 
rest " ) pleased the group so much, that whenever I came on 
deck they would seize the magniiieent robe, and casting it 
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down would crytCmd mdmL y 

Alajiama." Sweet th m f th pi t d y 

wlieu kindness and gtlwd htdse k 

of half its horrors Th pt w th h h d t 1 t 
form, and benevole tmlwft th wth 

tho hope of a epee ly I Th w th 1th h Id 

was delightful; th winds f th fi t I f I 

But about mid-oee w tltfiwllf 

the north. There h d d htl I fe t t tl 

icy regions, and th t hb h t f 1 m h y d p 
still agitatfcd. Wo Idth thduiitjtl 

ere we came along f t d d m t 1 blj 11 1 
the demon and I battl d f 7 A y 

Braham, the ez II t E ^lish smget, and Dodworth, the 
admirable comet i piston player, gave us a concert one night 
for the benefit of the Sailors' Home on Staten Island. After 
some delightful music, the Star Spangled Bajiner was sung, 
in which all the audience joined, making a most charming 
finale to the entertainment. 

On the ninth day, as I lay, miserably ill, on the deck, 
the officer cried out, " Land I land ! " Oh, joyful sound ! 
giving life and hope. None of Sontag's sweetest tones could 
equal the exquisite thrill that one word produced upon me. 
The monntains of Ireland were soon visible, and the " Fast- 
ness Rock " in the ocean. This contains a light-house, which 
is tenanted by oue maa. It is three miles from the main^ 
land, and is a lonely spot. 

The nest day we were in sight of Wales, and soon of 
Holyhead^ — a high, bold, desolate-looking rook, with a white 
light-house upon it. The shore was barren and cheerless, 
witliouta single tree, until we entered the Mersey; then tho 
shores were green and lovely, and I felt we were indeed in 
"raerne England" 
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4 SOUVENIRS OP TliAVKi- 

As we approached Liverpool, a thict mist gathered 
around us, veiliDg the landscape. Within the steamer all 
was confusion and preparation for landing. On all sides 
were the inquiries — " Can I take my baggage ? " " Are the 
officers very strict in their search ? " 

It was quite dark when we descended the ladder of the 
Atlantic, and entered the little steam-tug — a frightful, black, 
gophor-looking vessel. There we stood, until 215 passen- 
H m d th rr w way. We scarcely Lad standing 

m d I f d it was amazingly unpleasant. 

Btlhd Id ttop rmit any of the small ills of life 
t y h ce I ly 1 ughed at them, and sprang mer- 

Ij h 

Vt 1 t I w E 1 1 ! Even the most unenthusiaa- 

t m t f 1 w Id h d ug of the heart when they first 
t h th 1] f W h Land. As for me, joy, radiant 

3 y fill I my ul d I Id have thrown myself on my 
k d k ss d tl th — the home of my ancestors — the 

gl 1 1 wl h 1 n f th its hands in love and sympa- 

ti y t t h 1 1 f the vast Atlantic. 

Tl II ted 1 k f one of the ehurches marked the 

1 f 1 w 1 to the Adelphi, firet stopping 

t th C t H wh the trunks were opened and 

1 sed (tit w ) A southern planter was not so 

1 ky H h d 1 utifu! plugs " of tobacco taken 

f m h h fit pay seven dollars duty upon 

th 

At th h 1 1 th w t ailed out, " Fine rooms I exoel- 
1 t ml ■ft h I t red thorn T thought — " I will 
take mine case at mine inn ; " but alas for this hope of com- 
fort ! Never did we see more miserable, dingy, dark rooms. 
" English comfort " — the boast of the Anglo-Saxons over 
the whoio world — seemed to me but a fictiori, if this were an 
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earnest of it. Visions of tlie palace-lilte St. Nicholas came 
to TIB, as we looked upon' the quaint, old, queer furniture — 
the narrow beds and time-wovn carpets. However, we were 
very weary, and soon sought forgetfulness in sleep ; and in 
the "dream-land" I was soon with those dear ones in my 
home by the Mexican Gulf. 

Idverpool, June 22fi. — " I am at last in England I " was 
my first exclamation, as I sprang from my narrow bed, and 
drew aside the curtain. It was a bright morning, and already 
the street was thronged with people. I hurriedly dressed, 
th3.t I might go out and breathe freely the English air, 
though somewhat tainted by coal-smoke. But the enthu- 
siasm of the last night was yet with me, and delightful mem- 
ories filled my mind, of this land so famed in " song and 
story." 

Liverpool is a bustling, busy city, of near 400,000 inhab- 
itants. It covers a large space of ground, and its streets are 
as wandering and winding as those of Boston. 

During our drive, we visited many of t&e public buildings, 
which are really splendid. The St. George's Hall is a mag- 
nificent edifice ; likewise the Exchange, Custom- House, and 
Sailors' Home. We saw the statue of Lord Nelson, and that 
of Huski^on. But the miracles of Liverpool are the docks. 
These are of wondrous extent — at least five or six miles 
along the shores of the Mersey. The tide rises from twelve 
to thirty feet ; hence ships are compelled to be placed in the 
docks, or else to lie far out in the " offing." There appeared 
to bo vessels from all the nations of the earth, indioated by 
their flags, and destined to all ports, from the sailing-boards 
hung out upon them. 

The hum of commerce, and the eager rushing to and fro 
of hundreds of laborers, gave token that Livei-pool is indeed 
the great emporium nf the English world. 
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The Princess Park ia filled with trees and floweriog 
shrubfl. There were maDj beautiful aaalias, and the golden 
laburnum, the California of flowers, and the broom, and 
snowball. 

Around Liverpool are numerous elegant country seate. 
The rieh people fly the misery and toil and struggle of the 
city life, for the bright green fields of the country. 

At every turn wo met policemen, those polite " guardians 
of the law." We could but think, how wicked the people 
must be to require such a surveillance by night and day. 
Save in the Havanas, I had never seen a watobfuloeas like 
this. Thero the thickset Spanish soldier ia encountered in 
every street. 

Our delightful eveuiuf; ended by a long drive amid the 
environs of Liverpool. 
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OHAPTEE II. 

At ton o'clock we left Liverpool, and, after paaaing througli 
a dark tuDnel, emerged into a beautiful country. It was like 
a grand mosaic, or like one of those exquisite quilts of my- 
riad pieces, made by the dear hands of mj aged grand- 
mother. Each fleld was encircled by a well-cut hedge, 
and trees planted on the hill-tops. The narrow winding 
roads were also shaded by them, in rows on either side, form- 
ing a sweet, quiet walk. The country was entirely culti- 
vated, even to the slip of ground along the railway. The. 
fields were bvightly green, intermingled witk white, ted, and 
yellow flowers. The ground, in a state of preparation foi 
planting, seems to have been pulveriaed by some machine ; it 
looks as smooth aa brown ochre. 

The railway does not pass through the great towns, but 
only near them. At the difierent stations are refreshment- 
houses, but only three minutes allowed for stopping. 

The day was delightful. The sky of pale blue, with a 
few fleecy clonds to shade us from the sun. The air was 
pure, fresh, and life-giving. The calm, quiet beauty of the 
scenery realized precisely the descriptions of rural Eogland, 
so sweetly and truthfully oortrayed by Chaucer, by 
and by Wordsworth. 
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We looked upon the ttatohed cottage, talf covered with 
rose-vines in full blossom, — the fields of new-cut hay, where 
the women and children were tbssiug it into great high- 
wheeled carts, — the far-off castle with turrets, — the little 
lakes, where the oows calmly stood in the placid waters, — ^the 
myriad sheep upon the hills, — the stalwart peasants at their 
daily toil ; and they seemed pictures we had looked upon in 
some other period of existence, all were so familiar to our 
eyes.. 

The railway carriages are entirely comfortable, each con- 
taining"8ix persons. Then the delightful security which ia 
felt during the journey. Wilhiu sight of each other, stand 
men with flags, which are unfurled to signify danger or safety. 
If it be the red, some obstacle exists ; if the white, nought 
impedes the onward progress. 

Prom Liverpool to London, it was like a swift-unfolding 
panorama, constantly revealing new beauties to the eye. 
Perfectly was I repaid for all the discomforts of the voyage 
by this day of new and joyous existence. By the increased 
speed wo found we were approaching London, and soon 
reached the station. There was no btistle or confusion. A 
cab was quietly called, and we drove into mighty London. 

Words cannot even give a shadow of the emotions which 
thrilled me as I passed along. All the romances, all the 
histories I had ever read, crowded upon my memory, and I 
felt like one wandering in dreams conjured up by wild ima- 

After driving to several hotels, wo came to Penton's, St. 
James's street, one of the most fashionable hotels of London. 
We have a charming parlor on the street, with a balcony, 
where I am now seated, writing, or, rather, I am striving to 
write, for the animated scene calls away my attention every 
moment. 
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It is just seven o'clock. The sun is h ^li m the lieu ns 
Miiltitudes of carriages are dashing by with eiiiit in 
gorgeous liveries, with knee-breeches, vehet oats and pow 
dered wigs. The ladies, en grande ioUett" are reclining m 
their elegant equipages, which are all of the barouche form 
thus displaying the superb dresses. On the front seat is 
often a dainty little lap-dog, quietly gazing out upon the 
two liveried footmen, who stand behind the can iges bold 
ing on to the long tassols. 

To-day the Queen held her drawiug-room ; hence the unu- 
sual display of splendor in the oostuines of the fair oeeupauts 
of these carriages. 

In front of me, at the crossing of the street, stands an 
old woman, with snow-white hair ; in her hands she has an 
ancient-looking broom, with which she " sweeps the cross- 
ing," and puts forth her hand for charity. No one gives her 
any — yes ! one person has dropped a copper in hor hand. 
There seems a spell about some objects ; for, though my eyes 
are enchanted by the gay and gorgeous scene, they irresisti- 
bly wander back to the old woman. It is another revelation 
of London life. Wealth and lusary dash proudly by, while 
poverty holds out its bands for the charity which does not 
come. A. sad, sad feeling stole over me, and involuntarily I 
exclaimed, " Thanl' God I have never seen this in my own 
country ! " 

Night has come at 1 nt It is not darkness, but a soft, 
gray twilight I mist hy aside my pen. My eyes are 
wearied with the many objects which have passed before 
them this long bng day of June. 

June 24th. — We dispatched all our letters ere we slept. 

last night. This morning brought us many visitors ; among 

them, one valued and dear friend, who had known me in the 

bright days of my life. He came with genial, cordial words, 

Vol. I.—!* 
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to welcome me to his natiTe land. How like sweet suolight 
it was to be greeted thus ! 

All to wliom wo sent letters came at once. They did 
not meet us, as though we were strangers. They received us 
like friends, and they invited na to their homes with a warm, 
frank manner, enchanting in its perfect sincerity. 

A beautiful and nohle lady, to whom theso kind friends 
had mentioned my arrival, sent me an invitation to a " Mati- 
nee dansante." At three o'clock I made a carriage toilette, 
and drove with them to her mansion, near one of the splen- 
did parka of London. The house was magnificent. Every 
window was filled with rare plants and flowers. Four rooms 
were opened for dancing, arid in the fifth there waa a concert, 
where Bosio and Gardoni sang. As Bosio. made her first 
reputation in America, she waa to me particularly inter- 
esting. She is a slight, delicate-looking woman. Her voice 
is of pure and delightful quality, and her vocalization perfect, 
Gardoni ia exceedingly handsome, and very young. His 
voice is soft and velvei-Uke. It falls upon the car 

" As gently as anoiv upon the sea, 
And sinks into the heart KB inatantly," 

It must have been a great effort to sing in the full light 
of day, before a wondroualy cold audience. 

The OToIiestra was admirable, and the polkas, redowas, 
and sohottisches, were danced with infinite spirit, though 
the ladies were in bonnets and mantillas. The style of danc- 
ing was rather different from ours. It was not so affection- 
ate, neither did the lady's head so gently recline upon her 
chevalier's shoulder, as it is wont to do in the New World. 

There were many people of the aristocracy present, and a 
distinguished general who served with Wellington at Water- 
loo, A sumptuous breaifast ended the festivities of " the 
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morning." We drove tiirougt Hjdc Pari;, and veacbud. 
Fenton's just in time for the French play at St. James's 
Theatre. 

June 25iA.,— Last night we were at the St. James's 
Theatre, and saw Rachel. How wonderful is her acting ! 
She is not beautifal in form or face, yet the grace — the 
swaying motion of her limbs, is as naturally elegant as the 
waving of the palm trees of Cuba. She does not appear to 
make the slightest effort in acting. The tones of her voice 
are exquisitely musical, and the utterance of one ivord 
seemed the revelation of the whole scene. By the raovemont 
of her hand she impressed mo as inueh as though she liad de- 
claimed for one hour. 

The St. James's is an exceedingly small theatre, dark 
and disagreeable. There is uo dreas-eircle, as two ranges 
are occupied by the private boxes of the nobility. Only in 
the upper tiers and in the parqaette can seals be obtained 
by strangers. The boxes were all hung with dark crimson, 
and the gas-lights were very dim. There was bo orchestra. 
Rachel does not permit the distraction of music during her 
performances. The audience were quit* undemonstrative. 
It was only at the end of the tragedy, they gave evidence of 
their appreciation. 

Since our first ooming to England the weather has been 
delightful, but to-day the rain falls rapidly. In spite of this 
the splendid carriages dash by, and the old woman still sweeps 
the crossing. She has only received one copper during the 
long morning. 

June 1'oih. — We have just returned from the Hay- 
market, where we saw Buckstone's Travesiie of Albert 
Smith's " Ascent of Mont Blanc." It is a most mirth-es- 
eitJng piece, and is styled, " The Ascent to Mount Par- 
nassus," 
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Mrs. Fit z Williams as " Fortune " was admirable. After- 
wards came a bagatelle from tie pen of Howard Paul, the 
" Spirit Bappings," in which Mrs. Fitawilliams played the 
part of the Yankee girl, " Misery Ann Mawlcins." Her 
acting was very fnnny and piquant. How well Mrs. Barney 
Williams would appear in this character. The Haymarket 
ia neither an elegant- nor handsome theatre. The deep red 
hangings of the boxes give a dismal aspect to the whole 
house. 

Sunday. — We visited this moraing one of the fashionable 
churches, where we have seen the nobility at their devo- 
tions. I remarked a duchess kneeling before me. Upon 
entering she was attended by three liveried servants ; one 
carried her Prayer Book, another a cushion upon which she 
knelt, and the third held opea the pew-door. Nothing strikes 
an American more forcibly upon first arriving in England, 
tjian the humility, and the absolute reverence of servants for 
their masters, whom they evidently regard as beings almost 
of worship. The uhureh was a handsome edifice, the sermon 
excellent, and the music charming, consisting of the most 
delightful melodies of the opera, adapted to the chants and 

London far surpasses all my anticipations. It ia much 
more beautiful, more neat, and more quiet than I had pic- 
tured it. The parks are matchless in their fi'eshness and in 
their extent What blessings they are I They have been 
filled all the day with crowds of happy children rolling on, 
the grass, while the old people sat calmly under the shade of 
the trees, watching them. Whole femilies were there, from 
the aged grandmother, to the infant of a few weeks of life. 
Gorgeous carriages passed by, and the family all looked upon 
them with a smile of pleasure. No glance of envy followed 
these favored ones of fortune. The lower classes seem to 
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have a pride in tteir aristocracy, and no regretful jearnings 
are awakened by these displays of magnificence. 

June 28iA. — This morning we wandered for horns amid 
the venerable arches of Westminster Abbey, and IJngKred 
reyerentiallj by the tombs of the illustrious dead. A flood 
of emotions poured over my heart no words of any living lan- 
guage can describe. These wondrous men of mind appeared 
to hold me spell-bound by their glorious memories. 

The architecture of tie abbey is magnificent. The vast 
edificeis in the form of a cross, and was built, it is supposed, 
by Sebat, King of tho East Saxons, in 616, enlarged by 
Edward the Confessor, and almost rebuilt by Henry III., 
and his son, Edward I. Nearly all the kings and queens 
are buried here, and also ia this grand old abbey have they 
ali been crowned. 

At mid-day the sunlight, streaming through the magni- 
ficent stained-glass windows, was beautiful The solemn 
aisles and the carved ceilings were glowing with the radiance 
of the rainbow-like light. 

I soon sought the " Poet C tl th t pt 

It contains the tombs of the g ttj.ta thirm 
ments. As may be well im d Sh L p m m t 

first claimed my attention. H ! h b d 

turhed from their resting-pl th q t 1 1 b h 

by the " gently flowing Avo Wh P p L d t 

write an epitaph, he eiclai d I t p '^h ks 

peare, take his own words." Th h ^ fc 1 ^ 

his epitaph : 

"The cloud-capped toivers, the gorgeoua palaces, 
The BoleniQ temples, the grea,t globe Uaelf, 
Yea, all which it inherits shall (iiseolve, 
And, like the baseless fiibric of a vision, 
Leavu not a wreck beliind." 
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UDtil tlie "great globe'' dissolves, the fame and name of 
Sbakspeare will thrill every humaB heart in which flowa one 
drop of Anglo-Saxon blood. 

With mute reverence I stood before his monument, and 
no longer wondered at the adoration of the Romish Church 
for the tombs of their saints. This great poet of nature— this 
great magician of language, bad been to me almost as a house- 
hold divinity.' For some time I tliought but of him. His 
genius still seemed to away the pulses of my soul, and it waa 
an effort to turn my thoughts to other objects. Near hia 
monument is one of Jonson. His epitaph is by Sbakspeare— 



He was Slmltspeare's fast friend — his companion in scenes 
of merriment. 

Jonaon's lines upon Shatspeare are admirably true ; 
"Thou art a monument, without a tomb; 
And art alive stall, while thy book doth live, 
And we have wits to read, and praise to give." 

The tomb of Milton is near by the monument of Chaucer. 
Then comes a tablet to Butler, the author of " Hudibras." 
He hjs a pla.-e among Ling,, though kft in life to misery 
and want It wis wise m the Loid Miyor of London to 
pUce upon the atone thi^ msciiption, is hia season for so 

' That ho, who was destitutq of all things when alive, might not 

Near the tablet to Butler is a beautiful tomb to Edmund 

Spenser, author of the " Faerie Queene," and not far off is one 

to the memory of John Gay ; the epitaph written by himself : 

"Life is a jest, and all things show it,^ 

I thought eo once, and now I know it." 
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I passed on to the tomb of Ttomson, author of " The 
SeasOQB," to tliat of Gray, of Goldsmith, of AddiBOB, of 
Sheridan, the noble orator and spavkling wit, who entranced 
a whole nation by his genius, while he captivated their hearts 
by his nobleness of character, Alaa I how sad was his 
end! 

The monument to Handel is fine, also that to the " mem- 
ory of David Garriok," and there ia a aplendid one to Sir 
Isaac Newton. 

Then came the monument* to the great statesmen, 
William Pitt, Fox, Grattan, Canning, and the Earl of 
Chatham. Long did I linger by that iowi, recalling his 
words uttered in the House of Lords, with all the impas- 
sioned eloquence of truth, and the inspiration of propheoy : 
" Tou cannot conquer America." Is there an American 
heart that does not quiver with feeling, when the re- 
membrance of these words comos to it — when standing 
by the tomb of this great man, who so nobly sympathized 
with our people in their struggle for independence 1 And 
near at hand is the monument to John Andr^. It was 
erected by Georgo III. The inscription tella the story of 
his mournful fate. In one hand ia the letter to "V 
ton, asking tn be shot, ia place of being hanged 

In the south aisle is the chapel of Henry VIII. The 
knights of the Order of the Gartor, and those of Bath, were 
installed in this ohapeL Above their seats are hanging 
their swords and shields, and their faded banners droop over 
them. The coronation chairs are also here. In ono of 
them is fastened the famous " jSifowe of Sfctme," on whioh 
all the Scottish kings were crowned. Edward I. possessed 
himself of it, as a token of his conquest of Scotland. It 
i^ a red stone about two feet long. 

The tomb I'f Slary Queen of Soots has her sculptured 
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effigy upon is Her son (James I.) had her body brought 
here. The faoa is said to be very like hers. It has a deeply 
sad expression. 

Queen Elizabeth and her sister Mary lie near eaoh other 

The chapel of Edward the Confessor is dark and gloomy. 
There are sculptures in bas-relief, representing the events of 
hi a life. 

There is a monumont to Genera! Wolfe, and one to Ad- 
miral Vernon ; a statue uainacribed, which is intended for 
John Philip Kemble ; and a momiment to old Parr, who lived 
uutil he was 152 years old. Ten BOvereigns lived and died 
during his lifetime. 

Immense space is awarded to naval and military heroes. 
The poeta have only a corner, and the great statesmen but 
little more of room. I saw many specimens of modem 
sculpture, which I greatly admired, by Westraacott, by 
Chantrey, and by Flaxman. The tombs of the kings and 
queens of the " olden time " have a rude and lofty grandeur, 
exceedingly impressive. 

The afternoon service had already commenced, while we 
lingered amid the dim aisles. The swelling of the organ 
through them was solemnly grand. 

From the abbey we passed over the st et to th 
" Palace of Westminster," as the Queen has oomn and d t 
to be called. It is a most magnificent edifice, w ha pi n 
did facade fronting the Thames, nine hundred feet 1 g It 
is panelled, decorated with statues and the shields and arms 
of the sovereigns from the Conc[nest until now. In 1834 the 
old palace was burnt, and this has arisen in its place, but is 
not yet completa The Victoria Toieer, now building, (to be 
in height 350 feet,} will be a worthy monument to the 
adored Queen. 

" Westminster Hall " is said to be the largest room in 
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tlie world, unsupported by pillars. It escaped the eonflagra- 
tion, and is now a portion of the Houses of Parliament. It 
was here the kings held their banquets after their corona- 
tions. Here, manj of the great trials took place ; and 
hero, Ciiarles I. was condemned to die. In driving down 
to the abbey, we passed Whitehall Palace, where he was 
e^eeatsd. 

As we were engaged to dine with our charming friend, 
Mrs. S., we only had time to look at tne old hall, where sis 
hundred years ago such fearful scenes were enacted, and to 
enter one of tlie courts of law, where Lord Campbell was 
speaking. He is a fine, noble -looking man, with an impres- 
sive manner, and clear tone of voice. He is deemed one of 
the most excellent jurists in the three Hiigdonis, and likewise 
a statesman. I was deeply interested in him, for T was told 
lie had been the architect of his own fortune. 
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CHAPTER III. 

Wb passed a few hours to-day (June 29tli) in the British Mu- 
seum. It is of iirunensG size, decorated with lonio columns. 
The collection of antic[uities is unrivalled in the world. 

What immortal grace of art did the sonlpturcs of old 
posseifs ' Here after the passing away of thousands of 
years despite the sure defacing touch of time," their crea- 
tions excite adm lation and wonder. The " Elgin Marbles " 
and the Frieze of tl e Parthenon are wonderful, not only ia 
their [11 eseri ation but ia their hoauty. There is something 
a grai d and p W(,rful in the conceptioa — so noble and 
starthng m mai y of the figures — that I stood like one en- 
tranced btfore them 

The i^sembla^e of Etruscan vases, from the tombs of the 
nncient peojle of Italy, ia very curious. 

beveril looms are allotted to the monuments of Nineveh, 
disento nbed by the indomitable Layard. They consist of 
tablets from the walls of the palaces, the winged bulla, and 
lions, and two gigantic forms in human shape— of such won- 
drous size it seems impoasible they were chiselled by tlie 
hands of man. 

The Egyptian antiquities are many. There are col- 
umns, tablets, statues, and sarcophagi, and quantities of 



The Portland Vase is beautifuL It was said to have been 
discovered in the tomb of Alexander Severua, who died in 
235. 
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We passed through rooms filled with epeeimena of kiid- 
eralogy and geology, of zoology, of bronzes, mid of modala. 

The library of printed books contains 400,000 rolumes. 
The National Gallery has a fine ooUeotion of pictures. 
Among the manuscripts I saw the hand-writing of Siiak- 
speare, of Mary Queen of Scota, Milton, John Knos, Spen- 
ser, Chaucer, Dryden, and many more names made immortal 
hy history. 

Prom these wonders of past generations we drove to 
Madame Tussaud's. Her collection of wax figures is really 
one of the curiositios of London. They are so entirely life- 
like it requires the test of touch to distinguish the false 
from the real. In the " Chamber of Horrors " is the infer- 
nal machine of Fiescki, and the figures of ail the most ts,- 
mous murderers. 

In one apartment are seen many of the relics of Napo- 
leon Bonaparte. The figures of the Queen, Prince Albert, 
and the royal children, aro exceedingly good. The rooms 
are large, panelled with plate glass, and decorated with dra- 
peries and gildings in the style of Louis SIV. Nearly 
all the celebrated characters of the last two centuries are 
here represented. 

The " Horticultural Exposition," in Eegent's Park, next 
engaged our attention. The drive to it was delightful. Al- 
though in the midst of a great city, we were entirely removed 
from its tumult. As far as the eye wandered it only rested 
upon trees and flowers. As we approached the gardens it 
was a scene of rare beauty. There were thousands and tons 
of thousands of people, with gala dresses and gala faces, 
walking through the park. Bands of musicians were playing 
most exquisite gems of opera music. Flags were gaily float- 
ing on the " summer wind." Gallant ofBccrs, and manly- 
looking soldiers, in their conspicuous uniforms, wore sprinkled 
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imii tlie Hiolc i-oats anil white nock ties of tho ciTili'inB, 
while multitudes ot healthtul women, blooming gins and 
beautitul children were seen on e^ery side 

Then wo entered the tent containing tlie fiuiti ThPie 
we Sdw j^npea of wonderful siae, minunotli pme apples giant 
peaches B3iA pigmy Jigs and melonB 

The roses nmubeied many hundrLd tanetie? The gieen 
house of the girden was almost the size of thu Nuw York 
(Jrystdl PiIjoo In if were jalra and cocoanut trees and 
man^ bright hued tropicil phnts ind floweia 

At seven we drrve to BlaeMieath to dine with Mrs 
Ciosland, (CamiDa Toulman the del ghtful authjiess) It 
was nine miles from the West End to Blaoklieatli En 
route we passed the Lunatic As(1um, known as Bedlam ' 
It was a hught evening and many ot the pttienta were 
walking in the grounds or seated oa benches, talkmg to 
their ti lends 

Mrs, Croaland is one of the most lovely, gifted, and 
genial women I have ever met. How radiant and joy-giving 
was her look of welcome. It needed no words from her 
sweet lips to sa,y she greeted us as friends. 

The guests Jiad all asserobled ere we arrived. Among 
them was Mr. Bennooh. and his charming wife. Mr. B. 
is a poet, though he ia a merchant. He is a man of pro- 
gress; warm-hearted, liberal, frank, and cordial; a patron 
of the arts, and a friend to the stranger. Then there was 
Grace Greenwood, our American authoress, a graceful wo- 
man, bright and enchanting in conversation. 

Delightfully passed the hours until near one o'clock, when 
we entered our carriage and drove homeivard. 

June 30^ft. — We have taken a long drive to-day to see 
the streets of London, Megen-t street is very wide and well 
paved. There are splendid shops on eithSr side, where mag- 



,1 Google 



8TKEET8 OF LOMDON. 21 

nificent goods are sold for most magnificent prices. Piccadil- 
ly m a fine and faahionable street. Belgrave street contains 
J^elgravia, where stand many of the mansions of the 
nobility. 

The Strand is the most thronged portion of the city. 
It passes from Charing Cross : this street is thus named 
from the cross raised there by Edward I, He was taking the 
remains of his queen to Westminster Abbey, and rested at 
the " little hamlet of Charing " for a time, hence its name. 
The statue of Charles I. is there. Nelson's colnma is of 
Portland stone. It is in Trafalgar Square. 

Pall Mall is a, handsome street, extending from St. 
James to Hayniarket. It is thus named from a game played 
iu England during the reign of Charles I. St. James street 
extends from the palace of St. James to Albemarle street. 
It is wide and handsome, and a fashionable drive. Sheri- 
dan says : — 

" Tbe Campas Martins of St. James's street, 
Where tbe beaux's cavalry pace to and fro 
Before they take the field in. Botten Kow." 

Fleet street is an extension of the Strand ; Temple Bar is 
over this street. This is a quaint old wall, with gates which 
appear useless. On state occasions the Queen cannot pass 
through without ashing permission. Then the gates are 
fastened, and the officer knocks upon them, whereupon the 
Lord Mayor asks, " Wh^ is there ? " The answer comes, 
" The Queen ;" then they fly open, and the sovereign enters 
the city, amid many protestations of love from her loyal sub- 
There are multitudes of open squares in London, which 
add greatly to the comfort of its inhabitants. These are not 
large, bnt they are lovely, with their tall trees and flowers. 
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We have jvtst " taken lodgings " in Portman street, 
Portman Square. The bouse is delightful. . We have all 
the advantages of a private house, and none of the hustle 
of the hotel. Our table is quietly and nicely served as 
though we were at home. 

After driving for -hours through the thronged portions 
of the city, and the aristocratic streets of the West End, 
we came to Hyde Park, and entered it by the archway. 

The park takes its name from " Hyde," the property 
once of the Monks of Westminster. Near the grand entrance 
is Apslcy House, the residence of the "Iron Duke." In 
front of the mansion atamda the monument n memory of 
his glorious aohievements. The west rn w nd ws are ov 
ered over with plates of iron. Durin^ the ag ( t on of th 
Reform Bill the moh assembled before th house and 1 roke 
in the windows. The Duke of Wellington had the wo len 
shutters replaced by sheets of iron, wh ch he would n er 
have removed He was the Prime M n r th n b t if er 
that day's outrage _gave up his power nto th hands ot the 
Quem. 

Just within the park is a statue ot A ! lies cast ] y 
Sir K, Westmacott from the cannon tiken n &pa n a d at 
Waterloo. It was paid for by a sul sor pt on an o g the 
ladies, and inscribed " to Arthur, Duke f Well ngton an 1 
his brave companions in arms, by the women of Englan 1 

The park eontains four hundred a es and has any 
noble trees, and grass aa fresh and gre n as the fa ub 
" Blue Grass " of Ashland, near Lex ngton Kentucky 
There are 'Oads through it which are thr n^ed at the i%hh a 
able hours with gorgeous equipages and horsemen. 

Rotter Row (from the Frenet " Route du Roi ") is re- 
served fof ^jose on horseback. The Queen's carriage ia alone 
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perraitted in this exclusive place. Prom two o'clock until 
six it ia filled with fair equestriennes. 

We left our carriage ajid walked along Rotten Row. 
What a brilliant scene it was ! There were multitudes of 
people walking upon the amootli cut grass, as soft and yield- 
ing as velvet, and hundreds and hundreds riding. 

The English women look admirably well on horseback. 
There ia a etjle and grace about them peculiarly adapted to 
this exercise. Their round hats and close-fitting amazoncs 
are exceedingly becoming. Many were attended by their 
grooms only, while others were riding side by side with some 
galtaut cavalier. Some were dashing along in a rapid gallop, 
and others sauntering quietly and pleasantly in earnest talk. 

In the park is the Serpentine River. There were many 
boats upon it, skimming over the waters like so many swal- 
lows. On the bank of the little river is a house built by a 
society, where persons are stationed constantly, U> save the 
lives of those who may aeeideutally faU in, or purposely 
tumble, or plunge therein to rid themselves of the burden of 
life by this mode of suicide. Boats and drags are in readi- 
ness, and many are thus rescued from death. It was an 
evening of unusual loveliness, and the Queen, Prince Al- 
bert, and their royal guests ; the King and Queen of Han- 
over, the Crown Prince and Princess of Prussia, and their 
handsome young son, Prince Frederick William, were 
driving in Rotten Row, amid a throng of fine horsemen, and 
brilliant dashing eguestriennes. 

In the park were the gorgeous equipages of the aristoc- 
racy, and under the old trees groups of the people, with 
their children and wives. 

Ob ! what a blessing to life are these parks of London ! 
They are indeed the " lungs " of the great city. They are 
indescribably beautiful, and the moat enjoyable spots of earth. 
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Wo parsed thin evening wttM 1 jH tht 
Brompton She is a sweet p t d Ij m 

plished womja, and an exe 11 t t t I h pi t 

circle we met many agree bl p Am tli 

Bircn MarichLtti, the s^'ulpt wh has j t t t 

America his statue of Wash! gt H bl fe 11 t- 

lookiiig man. 

Wo accompanied Col. L., f th Am L t t 

the House of Lords, to hear th d b t Th p -tm t 
eailed the " House of Peer t f y g t 

The ceiling is quite lofty; th f fi d th 

stained-glaaa windows auperl Th I bt tb gl 

them beautifully, easting a d t gl w p th th 
which is gorgeously gilded. N t tt h f th 

Prince of Wales, and for Pr \ll t Th w 1 k 

in the centre of the house, ip wii h t tl L 1 Ch 
eellor. A richJy gilded gall j I th d f 

the room, called " the G-allerj ot the Peeresses ot England.' 

The Bukc of Newcastle was speaking when we entered. 
He was responded to by several noble lords. The Duke 
of Argyle has a strikingly interesting and intellectual face 
He has long red hair, which he dashes from off his high 
white forehead in a most effective manner, while he speaks, 

I saw Lord Aberdeen, the Prime Miniatet, Lord Lans- 
downe, and many other celebrated statesmen. I needed no 
one to point out Lord Brougham, I knew him at once, 
from the not flattering pictures of Punch. He is wonder- 
fully like General Taylor 

The " House of Peeri 
of our Senate Chamber, 
moroeco. The clerks ar' 
and wigs. The speakers c 
quent or ready in debate. 



our military President 




: " has not the comfort 


or luxuries 


There are only seats covered with 


! seated at tables, in 


long gowns 


did not strike me as 


either elo- 


!. There was no fire 


Df a Chat- 



,1 Google 



H0U8K OF PEEKS. 25 

ham, of a Burke, or a Pitt. However, tlie style and fashion 
of oratory are perfectly different from ours, and a certain 
hesitation of speech acoms to a stranger like an affectation. 

At eight we went to the Italian opera, Covent Garden. 
Mr. Peabody {our merchant-prince) sent us tickets to his 
bos. When wo entered it there were boucjucts of esquisite 
beauty lying upon the cushion in front, a mute jet fragrant 
woloorae to us. The theatre has six tiers of boxes. All 
were filled with tho beauty, rank, and fashion of the London 
world, The ladies were in full dress, aud diamonds were 
flashing like stars. It was a magnificent spectacle. 

The opera was " I Puritani." Eosio sang delightfully, 
but she is not an actress. Then came Mario, the enchant- 
ing Mario I What a voice ! It goes directly to the heart, 
without lingering on the way to enchain the attention by 
mere graces of execution. It is as clear as the tone of a 
glass bell, and electrical in its power. Like an atmosphere 
it surrounded mo, while I scarcely breatlied, so much I 
feared to lose the faintest tone. 
Vol I.— 2 
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When we readied England my kind and noble friend, Lady 
Emmeline Stuart Wortley, had left for Dover. But lier 
cliarming family have heen affectionately cordial to ua. It 
is impossible to describe how excellent and attentive they 
constantly are. They have all called upon us, entertained ua 
at theii" houses, and greeted us as dear friends. Ob ! how 
gentle and precious to the stranger's heart, are those evi- 
dences of appreciation I 

The Rutland family are among the noblest and highest 
of England. They are cultivated, elegant, and refined, and 
more hospitable people I have never met. We have just 
returned from a delightful party, to which we were invited 
by Lady John Manners, the lovely wife of Lord John, 
second son of the Duke of Rutland. The party was bril- 
liant and magnificent, and we were enchanted by the charm- 
ing manner in which wo were received. A number of per- 
sons were presented to us, who weicomed us so kindly wo 
felt no more aa strangers. 

Lady John Manners is very beautiful. She is tall and 
graceful ; her complesion fair, her eyes " deeply, darkly 
blue," and her hair perfectly blach. It was fastened around 
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her head in broad Grecian braids, and then encircled hy a 
coronet of diamonds. Hor manner is refreshingly natural 
and genial. As she stood by the aide of her noble husband, 
I thought of the remark of the divine who married them r 
" I have never united in marriage a more handsome couple." 
They were indeed fitly mated, in youth, in intellect, and in 
high position. 

Lord John Manners has a noblo, high-bred air. He is 
an esiceedincly handsome man resembling very much the 
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and I was highly gratified to meet I> Israeli, and to hear his 
bright and sparkling ooiiversation. He has a strongly marked 
Hebrew face, with brilliant eyes, and intensely black hair. 

The Misses Pyno and Mr. Harrison sang several con- 
certed pieces, and many charming ballads. They are de- 
lightful vocalists, and will be warmly appreciated in America, 
where they are going shortly. 

It was already daylight^ when we reached our lodgings ; 
in these northern climes, the nighta of summer are not of 
long duration. 

It is only one week since we reached London, and each 
hour has brought new emotions of pleasure. Wo had letters 
to many different circles of society, and all had greeted me 
with a kindness and warmth of cordiality inexpressibly gra- 
tifying. " The cold in clime " are not always " cold in heart," 
for hospitality more prompt, more generous and considerate, I 
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have never known even in the " Land of t!io Soutli." Tlie 
perfection of manner is found among the higher classes of 
the nobility. Unpretentious and elegant, they deom them- 
selves sufficiently elevated in social position to he natural, 
and hence they are charming and genial. 

Wo devoted this morning to visiting at the house of Lady 
Wharncliffe, We met Prinoe Gzaratorisky, and his hand- 
some young son. The prince is heir to the throne of Poland, 
could Poland ever again ho numbered among the nations of 
earth. He strongly reminded me of Lafayette not only n 
the espression of his &,oe, but in his benevolent mann 
When he knew I was from America, he i ked eigerly ah ut 
the country, and remarked, that in the first days f h a es le 
he had thought of going there. I as ed h n he w uld 
liave met an earnest welcome, for Am c 1 11 gratof lly 
cherished the memory of Kosciusko, who ue to her a 1 
in the dark days of trial. 

Lord WhamcIiEFc is the great-gran 1 on f La ly Mary 
Wortley Montague. His father wrote 1 e Memo 

Lord and Lady Wharncliffe, and th Hon M a Wo t- 
ley, had passed some months in America an! t as pi asant 
to hear them speak in terms of such true a[ pree at a of our 
country. Every where we have heard Bugl h jeofle ex 
press pride and gratification at the onward i rOj, sa of the 
United States. 

We had heard much ere we came, of tl e p ejud ce aga nst 
us; but from our own experience it s a fict on As a 
mother rejoices in the renown of her ch Idren o doe Eng 
land look with satisfaction upon America How can t I e 
otherwise? English blood flows in our ^e ns — the 1 mr age 
is oura — their religion is ours — their jota ut ratnn 
are also our treasures. 
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Meeting again with our dear kind friends, Col. and Mrs. 
Starr, has been a great happiness to mo. We knew eacL 
other well, long years ago in America ; and as soon as we 
reached London, they came to greet us with the warmest and 
most hear t-w inning welcome. 

CoL Starr is now cstablirfiod ia this city, at the head of 
an influential business-house, and has gathered around him a, 
large circle of charming and appreciatiye friends. He is a 
noble man, gifted, reSned, and intellectual. As an author 
he possesses great merit, and aa a. poet, hia songs are sweetly 
expressive of the gentle and tender emotions of the soul. 

Mrs. Starr is an elegant woman, belonging to one of the 
old and aristocratic families of New York. Her grandfather 
was Sir John Throgmorton, an Engljsh Gfovemor of the 
province of New York, under royal-rule. 

In their delightful family circle, consisting of four chil- 
dren, two lovely girls and two noble boya, we have spent a 
portion of every day since our arrival. It was like a pleas- 
ant home to us, in a foreign land, a " bit of America " in 
England \ for, although Col. S. is an Englishman, his wife 
and children were all born in our own country. 

We have been exceedingly pleased with our Minister, 
Mr. IngorsoU ; he is a fine specimen of a frank, honest, 
agreeable and intelligent American gentleman. His niece, 
Miss Wilcocks, a handsome and interesting woman, dispenses 
the hospitality of hia mansion in Portland Place, with a 
graceful cordiality, very captivating to her country-people ; 
and extremely admired by the distinguished circles of society, 
who often assemble there. 

Americans are always warmly and graciously received 
by Mr. Ingersoll, and every favor and kindness in bis power 
bestowed upon them. 
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Col. Lawrence (son of the former Minister) is Htill at- 
taeiied to tbe Legation. Ho came often to visit us, and we 
were truly grateful to him for many courteous attentioas. 
He ie a ^eat favorite in the aristooratie eirele in which he 



,1 Google 



CHAPTEli V. 

J-ulfi 'id. 

E i: n y f th pi d of that brilliant upectacle of the 

tt bUli fdlfm memory, I will consecrate to the 

futu t mp p le ; although I have just arisen 

fr m f w h 1 p J stiil feel quite weary from the 

i pi f h 1 t ight. 

At n 11 t Minister and his niece with the 

tt h f 1 g t 11 d f r mc, and in our respective car- 

d th h h\. James's Park to Baclilngham 

PI L g 1 t Idiers were drawn np near the 

n d g tl m elegant oostnmes ushered ns 

t th 1 k m W tood some time looking at the 

dtg Id \ yip sonages aa they entered ; only 

th d th d pi ra t orps, and the merabera of the 

Q h h n p dthat way. After a brief delay, we 

a ddthg tt e;on each side of the marble 

t p m f fl w w placed, so arranged they formed 

ra LS b d f g he. 

E t th t t 1 tmenta, wi' tarried in the yellow 

d w g m tit 1 ck. Then the guests withdrew 

f th t f th m leaving a clear space like an 

i tw n th I dg f splendidly dressed women. Aa 

we thus stood in eager eipectation, the plate-glass doors of the 
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saloon were thrown open ; the Lord Ohamberlain, with a 
goldeu rod in hia hand, waUtcd in backwards, tlic hand struck 
up " God save the Queen," and Victoria, sovereign over 
many mUlions of people, entered. 

By her side was the Queen of Hanover, then the Crown 
Princess of Prussia, and the Duchess of Grloucester. Next 
came the Duchess of Kent, and the Princess Mary of Cam- 
bridge ; the Duchess of Cambridge, and the Princess of 
Hohenlote, the Duchess of Sase-Coburg Gotha, and the 
Duchess of Sutherland ; then all the maids of honor and 
ladies in waiting. After these came Prince Albert, and the 
King of Hanover; the Prince Edward of Saxe -Weimar, and 
the Duke of Coburg Gotha; the Duke of Mecklenburg 
Strelitz, and the Prince of Hohenlohe ; the Duke of Cam- 
bridge, noble lords, gentlemen ia waiting, foreign ambassa- 
dors and miaisters. 

Queen Victoria moved gracefully along, smiling and 
bowing in a kind, cordial manner, to the right and to the 
left. Reaching the throne-room, she ascended the canopied 
"hautpas," where she seated herself surrounded by her royal 
guests. The throne-room was a spacious and noble saloon, 
hung with crimson satin, the lofty ceiling supported by 
marble columns, and richly emblazoned ; while aroand it 
waa a frieze, (also of white marble,) representing the " wars 
of the roses." It was brightly illuminated by the light which 
came from crystal globes and golden candelabra. 

Dazzling was the scene around me, resplendent as day 
with flashing diamonds and sparkling gems. There were 
move than two thousand guests ; every lady in magnificent 
toilette, and every gentleman in court-dress, or in uniform. 
Soon delightful music from Juilien's band (led by the famous 
composer himself) filled the grand apartment with its ex- 
i^uisjte strains. Then the Lord Chamberlain waved his 
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golden wand, the crowd drew back, and a large quadrille was 
formed, which, consisted of her Majesty and all her rojal 
visitors. 

Queen Victoria is much handsomer tlian painters have 
represented her. She is not tall, hut her form is of graceful 
symmetry ; and her bust, arms, and feet, are beautiful. A 
bright and beaming smile lights up her face. Then there is 
such au air of honest, earnest goodness about her — a genial 
manner 8o lovely and lovable — " my heart was quickly won " 
and sm erely could I ha e excl med 1 te her own loy 1 
subjecti Cod oa e the Q leen Her Ire s was of wh te 
lace embro dered w th triw and green b Ik her h r 
parte 1 on the foreheid and S mply bound aro nd he head 
wh ch Ta9 encir led w th a wr ath of popp es the he rt f 
ea h flower termed by i large d mond A o nd the cor 
sage wjs a band of d imonds of vast h /e wh le i pe feet 
river of 1 ght s emed to flow aroun 1 he neol an 1 rest ip n 
her bosom. She wore the blue ribboa (the Order of the 
G-arter}, with a clasp of radiant gems. 

Prince Albert was in the uniform of the Rifles, (since the 
death of the Duke of Wellington he baa been appointed colo- 
nel of that regiment.} It was of dark green cloth, and a 
short jacket, and a small palet6t hanging from the shoulder. 
Upon his breast wei-e many glittering Orders. He is truly 
a handsome man ; with regular features, and a most benign 
and beautiful expression of countenance. His manner is 
elegant, and hie movements in the dauce were extremely 
gracefni. He was always the vis'd-vis of her Majesty, and 
in passing each other they constantly interchanged words, 
and pleasant, happy glances. 

The Duke of Cambridge is a tall, gallant, dashing-looking 
persen. He was dressed in a splendid uniform. His sister, 
Princess Mai'y of Cambridge, although quite young, is an 
Vol. I.— 2* 
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Tincommonly large woman. She h n am Mo pi sint 
face. The Prince of Saxe-Col rg Gotta a an el le br flier 
of Prince Albert, Then there was Pr nee K Iw d ot baxe 
Weimar, nepLew of the Dowager Qn en Adek de and her 
heir. He is the son of the Duke of ^ase W e mar who 
went many years ago to Amer a, an 1 wrote a clever book 
about it. 

The Queen of Hanover is not a hand me person b t 
her relative, the Crown Prino ss ot P a liaa a maji-s- 
tio and commanding air, and fin« fi ire Her hn band 
(brother to the present King cf Pr s a) a i d gnified and 
stately personage. Their son P ede ck Wllan t s 
whispered in oonrt eirclea, w 11 probably ma y n a few 
years, the Princess Royal of EngJ nd H 8 aj [ earance is 
extremely prepossessing ; lie b a fine lo k ng elegant and 
well-mannered youth. 

Besides these there were several othe p nee an 1 priii 
ceases, all G-ormans, — none, how ver ema kable for personal 
attractions. 

The King of Hanover awaken 1 nj deojc t mterest 
he is entirely blmd. While they were dancing the quadnlle, 
he sat talking to his aid de camp, and I eainestl} watched 
his eonntenance. His features are handsome, and his poor 
eyes large and blue. Thej have quite a natural exprtssion, 
but, alas ! they are fixtd for ever upon darknt'e It was 
really touching to remark the eagerne&B with which the 
queen (his wife) would run tu him the moment the dince 
was over, and seating herself hy his side, would appaiently 
describe the joyous scene to him Smilei would steal like 
sunbeams over his face, and those sightlehs tyes were turned 
towards her with loving tenderness. It was pleasant, too, to 
see the kind attention paid him by Queen Victoria, She 
often conversed with him in a merry, cheerful way. When 
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another quadrille waa played, and they all left him, a deep 
sadness fell like a veil ovev liig features. 

I was happy to meet the Marquis of Granby, the eldest 
brother of dear Lady Eraraeline Stuart Wortlej He 11 a 
nohle and splendid man, graceful and charming m eonyerba 
tion. Two delightful persona wore then presented to me, 
the Count and Countess Walewski. The Ctuntess js a 
Florentine, a lovely and delicate creature, veiy like an 
American. Her complesion is fair, and a profusion ot 
shining brown hair was twined around her well shaj ed he id 
in a most becoming manner. The Count has a woEdoifuI 
resemblance to the portraits of Napoleon the Great. He is 
the son of a Polish countess of Warsaw, and is now the 
French Minister to the Court of St. James, where he is ex- 
tremely popular as a refined gentleman and excellent di- 
plomatist. 

During the dancing of the second qaadrUle, the Lord 
Chamberlain was introduced to me, and, after some pleasant 
words were exchanged, he remarked : " As you are the only 
person here, not present at the last drawing-room, I will have 
the pleasure, Madame, of presenting you to her Majesty," 

Of course I waa delighted at this uncxpectod and unusual 
compliment, as presentations at a state-ball are not frequent. 
When the dance was over, and the Queen seated again, the 
Lord Chamberlain waved his wand of authority, and the com- 
pany drew back, leaving a space vacant in front of the 
throne ; then I approached, and was presented to her MaJMty, 
who advanced and greeted me in the most gracious and kind 
manner, smiling sweetly as I courtsied low before her, and 
then passed on to the group of distinguished and royal per- 
sonages who encircled her throne. 

That presentation was a bright and enchanting incident 
to me, and ray heart bounded with glad and gratified onio 
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tions, as I gaaed upon the amiablo and lovely Queen. She 
is indeed worthy of the almost adoring aEFection her people 
have for her. 

The Duchoss of Sutherland was q^uite near me, and I 
could well imagine she had most justly been styled the 
" Queen of Beauty." Although now of wonderful " emhon- 
poiut," she is a magnifloent woman. Her dress was eiqui- 
site. It was a silTor moire antique, with a tunique (short 
dress) of brown orapo, embroidered thickly with sparkling 
geina. The front of the corsage resembled a parterre of pre- 
cious jewels, while multitudes of diamond pins, formed like 
stars, were gleaming in her fair hair. Her two daughters 
the Duchess of Argyle and Lady Constance Grosvenor, were 
with her. They are both exceedingly handsome, and were 
attired in superb dresses, with a profusion of diamonds. 

The foreign Ministers and attaches were all in their nation- 
al costume ; that of the Persian Minister was absolutely blaz- 
ing with jewels. The Turkish ambassador was a most agreea- 
ble man. With the Greek, Spanish, and Italian Ministers I 
had a very gay and interesting conversation. They were all 
well-informed and intellectual persons. 

Our kind friend Mrs. Marlay {the mother of Lady John 
Manners) presented me to many noble lords and ladies, 
and pointed out a number of remarkable people, among them 
Lady Kockingham, (I believe that is her title now, she was 
tbe great actress Miss O'Nicl;} she still has traces of beauty, 
although her hair is snowy wiite. 

The Countess of Jersey, and hei' daughter. Lady Clem- 
entina VUlars, quite charmed me by their cordial greeting. 
Lady Clementina was certainly tho most beautiful woman in 
the brilliant assemblage, although many contended that the 
Duchess of Wellington (a very lovely woman) surpassed her 
in personal charms. However, Paris himself might have 
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beon puzzled to determine to which he should award the 
apple. The Countess of Jersey ia called the " queen of Lob- 
don fashion," and she wields her sceptre with an admirable 

The Dulie of Wellington I recognized at a glance, from 
the remarkable nose of the family, which strikes the behold- 
er BO forcibly in the statue of the Iron Duke in Hyde 
Park, 

Although trains were dispensed with, the dresses of the 
ladies were rich, splendid, and costly. All the treasures of 
the . mines of Golconda appeared to have been yielded up 
to adorn their fair bosoms, and to glitt«r as coronets upon 
their brows. Emeralds, rubies, pearls " from Oman's green 
waters," opals, and sapphires, were wrought into garlands 
and bouciuets, imitating flowers, and sparkling aa though 
touched by the morning dew. 

The supper was delicious ; served up on sevrea China, 
each plate so beautiful it seemed fit for a place in a painter's 
studio. The goblets of glass were exquisitely cut, and the 
gold spoons and forks perfectly superb. One end of the 
banquet saloon was occupied by the Eoyal Buffet, where 
gorgeous treasures of golden plate were glittering in amaaing 
splendor. There was every imaginable variety of viands 
and rioii paiis, rare tropical fruits from the Queen's con- 
servatories, luscious grapes, peachea, and other fruits of 
the temperate zone; then, winea of the finest vintage from 
France, Italy, and the Bhine valley. 

Her Majesty danced every quadrille with spirit and evi- 
dent delight. She tripped gaily along with the joyous glee 
of a girl, and the simple, unaffected grace of a child. She 
looks exceedingly young. No one would suppose her to be 
the mother of eight cbildi'en. Her partnera in the dance 
were usually her royal visitors, although several times she 
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selected as such some noblemen of higt rank. The Marquis 
of G-raiihy was one of the persons thus honored. 

About two o'clock in the morning the Queen bade adieu 
to her guests, passing between two living walls, which lined 
the picture-gallery. As in entering, she kindly bowed and 
smiled, as the great door, panelled with mirrors, closed 
upon her. Her sweet and genial manner was really charm- 
ing, and a low murmur of praise and admiration was heard on 
every side. Her Majesty is truly an admirable womanly 
woman, or else she oould not possess such an influence over 
the hearts of her people. She is at ouoe their prido, their 
boast, and their example for all that is good and ezoelleiit in 
the various relations of life, as a wife, mother, and sovereign. 

When Queen Victoria retired, one of the noblemen in 
waiting upon their Majesties most kindly became my guide 
around the sculpture and picture galleries, pointing out the 
fine paintings of St. Peter Lely, of Reynolds, Rembrandt, aod 
Wilkie. He then conducted me to the landing of the grand 
stairway, where we stood some time looking down upon the 
scene below. There were hundreds and hundreds of ladies 
in bright crimson and blue oloaks waiting for their carriages, 
while near the door-way was a " band of yeomen " (the guard 
of honor) in their quaint costume of the time of Henry the 
Eighth. My agreeable chevalier presented me to many 
pleasant persons, and I was delighted with the cordial way 
in which they greeted me. One gallant old general, who had 
served long, and won many battles in India, pleased ma 
especially. Although an aged man, he had all the enthusi- 
asm of a young soldier. He spoke with warm admiration of 
our generals, Taylor and Scott, and of their glorious cam- 
paigns in Mesico. After talking awhile he invited me to go 
down to visit him at his country place, and we parted very 
earnest friends. 
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Never did I roalizo so absolutely the truth of Shenstoae's 
words, as when our courteous friends, Mr. Ingersoll and Col. 
Lawrence, oame to seek me, and said it was nearly fire o'clock ! 
Then we were at least an hour, ready cloaked in the ante- 
ohamher, ere we departed. From the outer gate to the door 
of this room, the names of princes, foreign amba^adors, and 
ministers, dufctra, lords, and ladies, were called out in eyery 
variety of tone. " Tho Duchess of Sutherland is coming," in 
a weak treble — -" The Duchess of Sutherland is coming," in 
a deep bass. Thus her name was repeated until she stepped 
into her coach, and another was drawn up, and the same eti- 
quette gone through with. Our turn came at last, with 
tho oft-repeated announcement of our progress to the out- 
ward world. Leaving the glare of the bright ohandeliera, 
we sprang into our carriage. 

It was a bright, delightful morning. Numerous birds 
were singing amid the thiclc foliage of the trees, rejoicing in 
the early sunlight. The smootbly-out lawn around the palace 
was like a velvet carpet, and the flowers fresh from their 
dewy bath of the past night. The air was so delicious and 
invigorating, that we drove entirely around the Park, over 
Constitution Hill, and along Piccadilly, to my lodgings in 
Portman Square. I ran to my chamber. Ootavia was al- 
ready awake, eager to hear the description of the magnifi- 
cent ball ; but my weariness was so eseeasive, I fell asleep, 
with the words " glorious, enchanting," upon my lips. 

The Queen's Ball I Like a beautiful picture, it shaU 
hang within the brightest chamber of memory ; and when 
troublous cares oppress me, I will summon that entrancing 
scene to the " mind's eye," and for a time forget them all. 
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July 2d. 

Wb went this morning (Sunday) to tte Chui-oli of the Cru- 
saders, to liear divine service. This ia a very ancient edifice, 
near six hundred years old. In the time of Cromwell, the 
lofty dome and frescoed walla were covered with whitewash, 
to preserve them from the fanatics, it is supposed. Century 
aflier century passed away, until, by aeoidcnt, a portion of 
the coating fell off, revealing the exciuisite fresco. It haa 
since been restored at an enormous expense, and now its fine 
medieval decorations awaken the admiration of all beholders. 

All the oongrogation joined in the responses, thus mak- 
ing the service exceedingly solemn and impressive. En- 
circled by an iron railing are the figures in bronze of the 
Knight Templars of Jerusalem. They are in complete ar- 
mor, with shields, helmets, and spears, and are most interest- 
ing as works of art. 

We dined at the villa of a distinguished artist at Old 
Brompton. The grounds were surrounded by a high wall, 
and are a portion of the farm of Oliver Cromwell. When 
we drove through the large gate, we found ourselves in a 
small forest of trees, amid which stands a cottage-house, and 
around it esquisite flowers and clustering vines. In a little 
doll, overshadowed by a great oak, is the spring, called to 
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this day " Cromwell's Spring." We were delightfully en- 
tertained, and returned home, with another pleasant remem- 
brance of English hospitality. 

Jvly iih. — This is tie Fourth of July ! In my owa 
loved country, what a roar of oannoa has ushered in this 
glorious day of our independence ! What glowiug speeohes 
will be made— wiat floods of patriotism will pour over 
youthful BOiils — what quantities of powder will be burnt — 
what myriads of rookets will fill the air — and io-morroio, 
what fearful headaches will be endured ! 

After breakfast we drove to the Tower of London, a 
great fortress, enclosed by a wall and fosse. It takes its 
name from the immense square tower in the centre, which 
tradition says was built by Julius Csesar. All antiquarians 
say it was erected by William the Conqueror. 

We passed in by the Lion's G-ate, and were conducted 
through the labyrinths of armories, halls, and prisons, by an 
old soldier in the jeoraau dress of tlie gnard of Henry the 
Eighth. He proved quite a character. He had served in 
the British army at New Orleans, had been in Spain, in In- 
dia, and, lastly, at the battle of Waterloo, where a ball dis- 
abled him, and ho was invalided. He inquired with great 
interest about New Orleans, and said, " Of course a grand 
monument has boon ereotecl to General Jackson on the bat- 
tle-field." 

We saw all the armor of the kings, from Edward the 
Eirst to James the Second. Thei-e must have been giants 
in those days; for the suit of Francis Hastings is said to 
weigh one hundred pounds. The effigies of Leicester and 
Esses were particularly gorgeous. Along the walls are 
weapons and suits of ancient armor, and muskets, swords, and 
pistols, arranged like huge sun-flowers. There were also 
many cuirasses taken at Waterloo, pierced by grape-shot. 
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equestrian sta,tue of the Virgin Queen, in the lery cos- 
tume which she wore when she visited St. Paul's, to return 
thanks for the destructioa of the Spanish Armada. 

Near Elizabeth's Armorj ia the dungeon of Sir Walter 
Raleigh. There he was confined twelve years, and within 
those dark walla ho wrote his " History of the World." 
Gallant Raleigh ! I crept into the cell, and touched 
with reverence the cold stoaes upon which that noble head 
had so often rested. And then our guide led me to the block 
upon which once lay the beautiful head of Anna Bolejn; 
The beheading axe is rusty, and seems even now to wear the 
stain of blood. Under the pavement of the church of St. Pe- 
ter's were buried the bodies of Lady Jane Grey, of Esses, of 
Northumberland,ofAnnaEoleyn, and other victims of tyranny. 
In the " White Tower," Hastings was impeached by 
Richard of Gloucester. In the " Bloody Tower," the young 
princes were murdered. In the " Bowyer Tower," Clarence 
was drowned in the Butt of Malmsey, 

Many inscriptions yet remain upon the walls, traced by 
the hands long mouldering in the dust. Lady Jane Grey 
was confined in the " Brick Tower," and they pointed out 
the window through which she saw her husband led to ese- 
cntion, and exclaimed, " This day we meet in heaven." 

The Regalia of England is superb, and of immense val- 
ue, {four millions of pounds sterling.) There are several 
crowns. The most magnificent is that made for Victoria. 
It is covered with grfiit diamonds, and other precious gema 
1 here is also a crown for the Prince of Wales, which he 
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will wear when lie acoompaiiies her Majesty to Parliament. 
The staff of St. Edwird is of gold ^bout four feet long. 
It is sarmoianted by an oib which is said to contain a piece 
of the true cross. There ■ire brieeleta and spurs, diadems 
and coronets, swords of justice and the ampulla for the holy 
oil, with which the SoTcieigH was anointed at the Corona- 
tion ; the font for the christen i g of the royal children, and 
the silver wine-fountain given to Charles the Second. 

We saw all the wonders of the Tower. A grand, old, 
gloomy place it is. My mind was full of the past, and con- 
stantly dwelt upon the bitter fears — the sighs of anguish 
wrung tlierein from the " stroag man in his agony." 
Our old soldier did not permit any thing to escape us; 
he insisted we should aec the very spot where the rich lifo- 
blood of Anna Boleyn flowed over the sr[uare stones of the 
court-yard of the Tower; and lastly he made us follow him 
to the '■ Traitor's Gate," This opens from the Thames, and 
only admitted those accused of high treason, though many 
most innocent of that crime entered thereby. 

At the gate we bade our veteran guide farewell, and 
walked along the river-bank through '' Wapping," so famed 
from the escapades of Charles the Second. There, for the 
first time, we saw the misery — the filth — the degradation of 
the great city. The wretched houses seemed overftowiag 
with inhabitants, whose pale faces filled every window, and 
children blighted, ragged, and starved in appearance, were 
pitiable to look upon. 

Passing through " Wapping," we came to the docks of 
London. They are of an immense size, and very complete 
and perfect in arrangement 

The entrance to the Thames Tunnel is beyond the docks, 
Wc descended seventy-five steps, and found ourselves in 
a long, low archway, well lighted and neat. Within each 
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arch there were shops where women sell little articles, with 
Thames Tunnel stamped upon them. The atmosphere waa 
damp, and a strange, eartLy, na comfortable feeling oppressed 
ua as we pa'ised ilong Mnlfitadeo of pc plo weie wilkng 
throujjh the irchway Theie were eat ng houtes and i->:hi 
bitions of dioramas and panoramas An organ played 
by ateam filled the moist air with music to which niiny 
couples were grd,vely dancing the polki 

All this bfe bustle ani eo t ision wis beneath the 
largest nver in England The women told us the^ sufteied 
at first most dreadfully from the dampnei but ifter a time 
were mured to it and remained there from nine in the morn 
ingtU nneatnight. Poor creitmes ' they looked so i ile 
and wan and so eagerly }e ought ui t< buy the little tiiiles 
n tl r shops How gl nous wai the bnul ^ht wl en we 
enprg d from the tunnel' It is a stupeiidjus woik o it 
it has n t answered the purp -fe for which it was di'si^ le 1 
Ihe necessity of ascending and descondmif the seyenty-five 
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" Commerce is iiiig," in tlioae re^ons, most eertaialy. We 
landed aod passed over the Hungerford Suspension Bridge, 
to the iDarket of the same name. There we saw a vast dis- 
play of fish, and baskets of snails. The arcades gi™ it quite 
the look of an Eastern baaaar. 

We dined with another of our charming friends, and then 
went to the Adelphi, where Madame Celeste had politely in- 
vited us, placing her private bos at our disposal. The Adel- 
phi is a very small theatre, but the appointments and acting 
are excellent. The play was " Genevieve, or the Reign of 
Terror," in which Madame Celeste has a most interesting 
part. She was charming in it. The earnestness, the feeling, 
the lifelike truth of her acting, were surpassingly good. She 
is still as young and handsome as when in my early days she 
first enchanted me. Mr. Webster is an admirable actor. 
His style ia refined, ijuiet, and elegant. Paul Bedford, Mr. 
and Mrs. Keeley were very funny in a travestie of Norma, 
ia which Bedford took the part of the Priestess, with % 
garland of vegetables around the head, and Mrs "ft oolfjar, 
a brilliant, well developed wnnan, the rdle of Polho She 
sang the music capitally and acted the part id the most 



July '^th. — This has been a charmmg morning Miss 
Fanny Haworth kindly accompanied me to * isit Miss West- 
maoott, the danghter of Sir Richaid Wi'^tmacott, the cele 
brated sculptor, many of whose woiks I Jiad leen m the 
Westminster Abbey. She was a delightful person •ind took 
us to her father's studio where we s iw many fine statues and 
models. She showed me a jieture found in one of the ships 
of the Armada, representing the Virgin. There was also a 
painting in water-colors (said to be the largest of that de- 
scription in the world). It represents the falling of the Tow- 
ers of Babylon. Every square inch is a perfect study. 
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In the studio of the Baron Marochetti we spent gome 
hours. This sculptor has just completed his statue of " Eicli- 
ard Gceur de Lion." It is magaificont, la the foundry 
I saw tlie statue of Sir Robert Peel in the fiery furnace 
The Baron unwrapt the model in clay of his new work, 
called Ireland. It is a heautifui face, with a slight sad- 
ness resting upon it. 

Statues of Prince Albert, of her Majesty, and of the royal 
children, both in bronze and marble, were shown me ; also 
those of Lady Constance Grosvenor, and the Duchess of 
Argyle, the lovely daughters of the Duchess of Sutherland, 

Tho Baron, a splendid-looking man, is quite a favorite 
sculptor of the English nobility ; for multitudes of their busts 
and statues are seen in his rooms. 

We nest drove to the house of Signer Grambadello, an 
Italian artist He showed me a very fine allegorical picture 
of War and Peace, which was splendidly painted, and also a 
portrait of Lady Morgan, the authoress. 

At lunch at Miss Haworth'a we met a gentleman who is 
a firm believer in the " Spirit Rappinga." Ho was intellect- 
ual and agreeable, and has written a book on the subject of 
the "tables moving." Although coming from the home of 
the art, the science or tho "humbug," I could give them no 
experiences, never having seen any manifestations of it. In 
consequence, I have been told, by those versed in tho myste- 
ries, of my being a sceptic. 

We drove this afternoon with the Earl of Jermyn and 
his daughter. Lady Elizabeth Hervey, a most sweet and 
lovely young creature, through Hyde Park ; then walked in 
the Kensington Gardens, where the band were playing, and 
multitudes of people wandering 'neath the trees. After list- 
ening a time we went on to the Westminster Palace. 

In the House of Peers we heard a debate, in which 
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the Lord Chancellor, Earl Grey, Lord Derby, Dtike of New- 
castle, and several others joiDed. Of all the speakers, the 
Earl of Derby pleased me most. His manner is excellent, 
his appearance flue, and his speech, though severe, gave 
token of his great talont. Earl Grey is a remarkably nolile- 
looking man, with a classic face and well-modulated voice. 
I was told he had great influence over the Peers. He h^ 
the air of a man horn to command. 

In the House of Commons they were discussing Turkey 
and Russia. The question was iutroduoed by D'Israeli in a 
very pertinent speech, in which he spoke of the dispatch of 
Count Nesselrode, jttst received, on the subject of the occu- 
pation of the Black Sea, by the allied fleets. 

D'Israeli is not a very eloquent or graceful speaker. 
There seems such an affluence of thought, he hesitates in the 
eboioe of words. 

Lord John Russell answered him as the champion of the 
Government. His voice was good, and his manner dignified 
and quiet. 

The style of debate was more conversational than orator- 
ical. Courtesy and good breeding characterized all they 
said, but none of them possessed the quick nervous style of 
Calhoun, the massive grandeur of Webster, or the irresisti- 
ble, God-like eloquence of Clay. 

The House of Commons in point of comfort is immeasur- 
ably inferior to our Hail of Eepresentatives. The Members 
have no desks. One table stands in the centre of the room, 
used for writing. Under a crimson canopy sits the Speaker, 
and near him several clerks in long gowns and white wigs. 
At one end of the room is a gallery enclosed with a gild- 
ed lattice-work, or grating, where women are permitted to 
hear, but not to bo seen. It reminded me of the golden 
screens placed in the palaces of the Turkish Sultans, behind 
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which their slave-wives are allowed to listen to the music 
iateniied to delight their mastera' ears. I inquired why 
there was such a lack of courtesy towards the fairer portion 
of creation, and was answered, that their presence was 
deemed by the ancient legislators of England, as of too ah- 
Borbiag an interest; hence they were wisely kept oat of 

When the new Houses were constructed, Mr. Joseph 
Hume, and sevei-al others, most gallantly strove to do away 
with the restrietioua upon female privileges ; but the prejudice 
was too strong against the innovation. So it was rebuilt 
entirely after the fashion of the " oldea time." 

The library of the House of Commons is a splendid 
looin opening upon the river. There are multitudes of 
committee-rooms, and the long corridors, panelled in oak, 
with carved arches overhead, are magnificent. During our 
interesting visit to the palace we were joined by Lord John 
Manners, who is certainly one of the most genial and de- 
lightful persoDS I have ever met. He left us to present 
some petitions from the mainlfacturers. 

Upon the centre of "Westminster Bridge, we stopped to 
take a good view of the Houses of Parliament. The exterior 
is beautiful. Every little tower is sculptured in the most 
tasteful manacr. In reply to my question of how much did 
they cost, I was told the " amount was so great, it had never 
been reckoned up." 

We next visited Chelsea — the home of the old soldiers, 
when they are no longer enabled to serve their country. 
We entered the room vhere the body of the Duke of Wel- 
lington lay in state for three days. During that time, it 
was visited by one million of people. 

Our day ended by passing the evening and taking tea 
with the courtly Earl of Jermyn and his daughter. It 
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wa,a a sweet, <jiiiet, and pleasant time we apeiit witlj tlicm.. 
A true English lioine is dolightfal. Painting and scutptare 
embellish it. Musio and poetry linger around it. Then the 
charm of the simple and cordial hospitality, so warm from 
the heart. Ah I little do they who call the English a cold, 
oeremonioua people, know of their inner life ! 

The Earl showed me a picture of the Duchess of Rutland. 
What a gloriously beautiful woman she must have been I I 
also saw a portrait of the Duke of Bristol (the Earl's father), 
which was admirable. 

Juli/ 6th. — I gaye the morning to returning visits, and 
lunched at Lady Wharncliffe's, where I had the pleasure of 
being presentecl to the Dowager Lady Wharncliffe, a moat 
noble, well-preserved old lady. Her manner was so graceful 
and elegant, so full of kindness. Age seemed not to have 
taken from her the charm of a warm heart. Her grand- 
daughter, the Marchioness of Drogheda, is a brilliant spi- 
ritudle woman, enthusiastic and liberal in hor opinions. 
She is the wife of an Irish peer, the Marquis of Drogheda ; 
and mentioned she had remained in the prison-like gallery 
of the House of Commons, until four the night before, 
so much had she been interested in some measure under de- 
bate, concerning Ireland. 

At eight wo went to a grand state dinner at Mr. 
Joseph Hume's, where we met many distinguished people; 
among them Dr. Bowring, tlie linguist and poet. He has 
published many translations from the Persian, Armenian, 
and Chinese poets. He is British consul at Hong Kong, and 
gave us some amusing descriptions of the manners and liter- 
ature of the Chinese. Although he looks an old man, he is 
sparkling in conversatiou, and has all the vivacity of youth. 
Mr. Joseph Hume is the leader of the Reform party ; 
and a most estimable and eloquent man. He la a Scotch- 
Vor,. T.— 3 
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man, who in early youth went as a physician fo India, where 
he made a fortune ; returned to England and entered Par- 
liaineat^ of which he has been a meraher now forty years. 
His daua;htera are gifted and intellectual women. One of 
them has written a most oharmiug volume of poems. Mrs, 
Hume is a dear, kind old Scotoh lady. Her goodness is aa 
refreshing as the sunlight. They were such excellent friends 
to us, and never oan I forget the many happy hours I have 
spent with them. 

At the dinner, my seat was by the side of the Q< 
of Jamaica; ho was a very elegant person, and 
vastly by, his graphic description of the Islands of the West 
Indies. 

I admire exceedingly the style of the dinner) 
there is such a quiet manner in the a 
bustle and confu on m changing the plates j no interrup- 
tion in the conversit on m being called upon to take wine. 
One's glass s kept filled and you drink it if you pleasi 
The dessert a bei tiful — every variety of fruits, floweri 
jellies, ioea, and c earns but the flah and venison do not 
equal those of the New TVorld. 

After d nne the ^ all assembled in the drawing- 

rooms, whe e we we e on joined by others invited for the 
evening party. The e wi9 music and earda, and the favorite 
English racing game; and thus moat pleasantly passed away 
the hours until one o'clock, when we retired. 
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July 1th. 
We riaited Groavenor House to-day, in company with tbe 
Hon. Mrs. Wortley. It ia the residence of tlie Marquis of 
Weatminster. It is a grand old building, with a screen of 
classic-looking pillars dividing it from the street. 

We were invited to walk through the picture-gallery, 
which was a great delight to me, Tlie walls were covered 
with a fine and rare collection, wliilo many exquisite statues 
and vases of verdc-antic[ue were seen in the rooms. The 
paintings which particularly pleased mo, were those by 
Eubena and by Quido. " Sarah diamissing Hagar " ia ad- 
mirable, also the four Scriptural paintings by Rubens, 
the " Marriage of Oana," by Paul Veronese, the " Infant 
Christ," by Guide, the " Tribute Money," by Titian, the 
" Holy Family," by Salvator Eosa, the " King of Spain," by 
Velasijuoz, the " Salutation of Elizabeth," by Eembrandt, and 
" Mrs. Siddons as the Tragic Muse," a splendid picture by 
Sir Joshua Reynolds, The ori^ual painting oost £1,760, 
There was a most touching picture of the " Death of General 
Wolfe," by Benjamin West, Many landscapes by Claude 
Lorraine were exquisite, also those by Poussin, by Teniers, 
by Gerard, by Vanderveide, The " Distressed Poet," by 
Hogarth, is excellent. 
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The drawing-rooms opened upon most loToly grounda, 
where old trees o'ershadowed the greensward, fresh and 
smooth as emerald-hued velyet. No sound of the great city 
reached us there. 

At three we went to Greenwich, accompanied by Sir 
Frederick Adam, an old veteran of Waterloo, whose acquaint- 
ance I had made at her Majesty's hall. He was a delight- 
ful cicerone, and a most pleasant man. He pointed out to 
us all tho ohjects of interest en route. His brother was 
Governor of Greenwich, and we thus had permission to see 
every portion of the hailding. This hospital is for disabled 
sailors. It was founded by William and Mary, and is built 
upon the site of the old manor house, where Mary and 
Elizabeth were horn. 

The great hall by Wren is magnificent. The portraits of 
the Royal family are mingled in an allegorical picture upon 
the ceiling. The walls are hung with the portraits of naval 
and military heroes. The Battle of Trafalgar, by Turner, 
is a fine, spirited painting. We saw the coat worn by Nelson 
when he received his death-wound. It is preserved as a 
precious relic. 

There are a number of statues erected by Parliament, 
which one of the "Ancient Mariners " explained to ns. There 
are two thousand old sailors in this hospital. Many never 
leave their beds. The institution is very rich, having an ia- 
oome of 130,000 pounds sterling a year. 

Numbers of the old pensioners were seated on benches, 
with their friends, or children, or grandchildren aroimd them. 
Tbey seemed happy and contented, and are permitted to re- 
ceive visitors at stated hours. 

In all directions about London are Asylums for the af- 
flicted. The public charities are noblo. Enormous sums 
must be yearly spent in the relief of the poor. 
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la Brompton there ia an jnstitutioa for cousiunptivG 
patients, where only maladiea of the lungs are treated. 
Jenny Lind gave largely to this charity. 

We made a long and agreeahle visit to G-rceuwieh, and, 
parting with regret from Sir Frederick, we drove over 
Blaok Heath. This is a great waste, or common, where 
cricket ia played, and where women hire out donkeys for a 
ride acrosa the Heath. Midway of the plain there is an 
excellent view of London, and afar off the Crystal Palace 
of Sydenham, now building, was gleaming in the sunlight. 

We went to dine with our cordial friend, Mr, Benaoch. 

Ilia cottage is a sweet apotj encircled by treca, and witli 

a lovely garden of bright-hued flowers. J^very where the 

eyes are bleat by beautiful flowers. Much more do these 

th p pi m to prize them than we of the south. 

X ]y II th h , it matters not how humble, have their 

Htl 1 d ven in the most thronged and tumult- 

i t f th city flowers are in tbe windows- Even 

h w t h d Iw llings of the poor they are seen grow- 

b k n p and old boxes. Whenever I looked 

p th I II bit feel there were still refined emotions 

th t m f toil. There was atill a love for the 

b ut t 1 wh h t 'en poverty could destroy. 

M E n h h d kindly assembled a charming company 
t m t u — d lightful Grace Greenwood, and lovely 
' m 11 G 1 nd then the German poet, Ferdinand Preiii- 
g th wh ah 1 jme man, with a wondrous fine head, 
d f gl wing th soul and houest feeling. 
Sir H y B 1 p was among the guests. He is a tall, 
cold, stern-looking man ; his face iiowever lighted up when he 
seated himself at the piano-forte and played " Home,'' and 
varioua other songs, which have become as household words. 
His touch of the instrument waa exquisite ; such grace and 
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melody flowed from it, we constantly entreated "yet anotlier, 
yet another." 

It was here, too, I came to know Mr. and Mrs. S. C. Hall. 
They are both authors and poets, and genial, warm-hearted, 
intelligent people. Mrs. Hall was the friend of Kate Hayes, 
tne Irish Tooalist, and the first to encourage her. I was 
glad I could tell how viridly impressed upon the grateful 
heart of Katy was her every act of kindness and protection. 

Another ohord of sympathy drew me to Mrs. Hall. She 
was also the friend of Miss Bremer, and we sat in long and 
earnest talk concerning this much-loved philanthropist and 
cherished friend. 

As we were to return by the railway to London, we left 
our kind host and his sweet wife about one o'clock, and, 
accompanied by the German poet and Sir Henry, were soon 
en route. 

How much I enjoyed that short journey. It passed in 
conversation with Freiligrath. In my own country he seem- 
ed to feel the deepest interest, and spoke with high apprecia- 
tion of Longfellow, whom he had met in Germany. He is 
truly republican in sentiment, and remarked with wonder 
upon' our progress, and the energy of Americans. In speak- 
ing of his own country ho was most eloquent and inspiring.* 
He has been twice esiled ^from Prussia, his native land. 
Both times he has found a home in England. I believe it 
was his fine poem, " The Living to the Dead," which was 
chanted by the students in Dusseldor^ thereby causing 
his arrest, trial, and exile. He still evinces a most heroic 
devotion to freedom. 

When we left the railway, we waited across London 
Bridge, and took a cab into the city. It was a bright, clear 
night, and the great dome of St. Paul's seemed like a 
mighty giant, watching over the slumbers of the inhabitants. 
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The moonlight fell softly upon the sculptured turretg of 
Westminster Palace. The hum of commerce waa sileut, and, 
of London, 

"AH that mighty lieart v/as lying still." 

July 8iA.— We went this morning witli Ladj Wharneliffe 
to visit the Duohess of Sutherland's splendid mansion, " Staf- 
ford House," which was commenced by the Duke of York, It 
belongs to the Crown, hut is leased by the Duke of Suther- 
land, who has greatly enlarged it. 

Although the exterior is not very striking, within all is 
regal splendor. The great hall is magnificent. It occu- 
pies the centre of the building, and is roofed over by a, lofty 
dome. Along three sides of the hail extends a gallery, sus- 
tained by pillars. On the fourth is the staircase ; half-way 
up there is a landing, whence diverge two flights of steps. 
Upon this landing is a statue of the Sybil, by Sinaldi. The 
stairs are covered with scarlet cloth, and many fine works of 
art adorn this wonderful hall. Among them I saw an ex- 
quisite marble bust of Lady Constance Grosvenor, by the 
Baron Marochetti, and a bust in plaster of Mrs. Beecber 
Stowe, the authoress of " Uncle Tom's Cabin." 

It is almost impossible to describe the gorgeousness and 
beautiful arrangements of this noble mansion. There is an 
elegance, an adaptativeness in all tL.e combinations, manifest- 
ing clearly the inspiration of feminino taste. There is such 
a perfect tone and keeping in the hangings of the rooms, and 
in the furniture adapted to each. All is so luxurious and so 
unique. 

The walls of the Green Drawing-room were bung with 
green satin, and the furniture of green and gold. Then we 
came to the room with crimson hangings, and furniture of 
tb« same color. Then to the Blue and to the Yellow Draw- 
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ing-room, with silver adornments in place of the goldec. The 
ceilings are oarved and gilded, and many of the walls adorn- 
ed with frescoes. The chandeliers were of quaint, carious 
forma. One, of great water-lilies, was uncommonly beiiutiful. 
The furniture in many of the apartments was of antique 
form, inlaid with gold, silver and ivory. There was a daz- 
zling profusion of objects of virtu, exquisite statues by famous 
sculptors, all arranged in the most artistic manner. Pic- 
tures of Queen Victoria, of Prince Albert, and of the Royal 
children, were seen in several rooms. 

The picture-gallery is very spacious, and contains many 
rare paintings. There, for the first time, I saw the pictures 
of MuriUo 1i\ hat ripe and fervid beautv glows upon the 
camaa I The breath of hfe seems to issue from th> e ri h 
lips, -ind its light to irradiite tho^e liquid, melting eyt* 
Then there weie Titians, Guercinus Raphaels Tintiiret 
tos, Enbens, and Sii Thomas Lawrences pietuie of the 
Daohess of Sutherland and her child, which I have so often 
seen engraved in Americi The leserahlanee is still stuk 
iug. As the poet aiid of Lleopatri m the ancient time, we 
of the modern may espiess of this heiuteous woman, ' Age 
cannot wifhir hei " A pictuie, by Landieer, of Lord Staf 
ford lud Lady Bi elyn Gowei , was exceedingly fine, ilso that 
of Piulde la Roche, representing Loid Strafford, on his way 
to the scaffold, receiving the blessing of Archbishop Laud. 

In the picture-gallery is a divan of crimson and gold, 
upon which her Majesty is seated when she visits Stafford 
House. The Queen occasionally visits the Duchess, who is 
an especial favorite, I was told. But it is not etiquette for 
the sovereign to enter the houses of her subjects, although 
she has visited Belvoir Castle, the seat of the Duke of Rut- 
land. The Duchess of Sutherland belongs to this noble 
family, being niece to the Duchess of Rutland. 
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The ball-room and the dining-room are superb in size and 
in decorations. Around the house are gardens, with green 
1 weis, r'ldiiDt flower beds and tall trees The balcony has 
fine Mew ot Hjde Park, and it^ biilliant ecjuipages and 
dishmghoisemeo While I wis lookmg out upon tlie am 
mated scene, my eyes fell upon a miaerible woman in the 
-ide strtet, just under the wall Scanty rigs hung about 
lier withered form, ind two ohildren, as wretched as herself 
in appearance, clung to hei Their eyea, with that fearful 
look of stirvation m them, were fixed upon the balcony, and 
their hand^ clasped la in supplication It was indeed the 
beggar at the rich, man's door. I felt I could read the starv- 
ing mother's thoughts, as she gazed upon the grandeur be- 
fore her, and was famished for one crust of bread. It must 
be more terrible to endure poverty, when plenty is around 
us, and yet Ecver within the grasp. Save in this instance and 
a few others, I have never seen beggars in the West End of 
London. In the city I have met tliem, sad, blighted, and 
horrid objects. 

But again wo entered the great drawing-room, with its 
treasures of art and its matchless adornments, and thus on 
through tho magnificent hall to the carriage, quite enchanted 
with our visit. 

At night we went to a del ghtftil party at the American 
Minister's. Miny distmguishe J persons were there ; among 
them the Dueheia of 'someroet blizmg with diamonds, the 
Armenian Minister and seieral attache? of the Persian 
Legation in goigeous diesse's The nolle old Prince Czar- 
torisky, and hs wife son and 1 lighter were among the 

Mr. Ingersoll is extremely ho pital le to his countrymen 
and countrywomen and numerous Americans were present. 
We gladly met roan\ of our cmpaj mns du loyage across 
Vol. I— i* 
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tte Atlantic. They bad already been over Irela d S tl d 
and England, wHile we iiad taiTied in London. But n 

rapturing have my fi'iends made the city to us t h 1 n 
impossible to tear ourselves from them. We in j t t 
the most fortunate period, in the midst of the " n an 1 

like the realization of a happy dream, has life b t 
for weeks past. 

At Mr. lagersoll's I met Eossiter and his 1 ly j ung 
bride. Bofaiter, the celebrated artist, is a w nd fully 
handsome man. He has a perfectly classic fa w th th 
fire of genius and tlie glow of a noble heart beam n n y 
teature II s wite (Mhs Pirmley) was ra 1 ant in her 
loielmesa with the light it the honejmoon jet hngenng 
on her brow She is i bn^^ht eathus aatio oieatute with 
infinite talent is in irti'it I lia^e nrely seen a couple 
m whi h there setmed such symj itliy )f tinte and feel ng 
rhpy were lUst going to l-gipt (o the East and tben tj 
Italy, to pass several years, We may look for some glorious 
pictures from them. How beautiful life was to them — 
" young, loving, and beloved." 

July IQtk. — We attended a charming and novel enter- 
tainment (at least to me) this morning. It was the Eloral 
E&te, given in the Botanical 0-ardens of Otiswick. The 
rarest fruits and finest flowers were exhibited under im- 
mense tents. It was a gay scene, indeed ; banners were 
flying, music playing, and gaily-dressed people wandering 
amid the flowers and trees. 

Near by the gardens, is the villa of the Duke of Devon- 
shire, who had given permission to the Botanical Society to 
continue the festival in his grounds. Thus, after viewing 
the fruits and flowers for a time, we passed into his domains. 

How lovely was the scene ! Lakes, groves, arbors, 
aveuuee, and grand old fir trees, perfect giants ! They ap- 
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peared the original trees beneath -whose shelter the Dntids 
celebrated their rites. The villa is very ancient, and is 
seldom viaited by the Duke. Its sniTOuDdings are exquisite. 
In a miniature lake, there were several black swans. More 
than 50,000 persona were in the grounds during the day. 
In all this throng thero was the most entire decorum and 
courtesy manitested. Of oourse, they were of the better 
class of people, mingled with multitudes of the nobility. 

We wandered with delight through the leafy labyrinths, 
and over the smoothly- dipt meadows. Suddenly down oame 
the rain. We sheltered ourselves beneath a great yew tree, 
and were secure from every drop ; hat others were not thus 
happy, for more wilted-looking oreaturcs were never seen. 
The delicate gauzy bonnets were hanging down like the 
leaves of a blighted lily. The stiff petticoats were crushed 
out of their round proportions, and the long skirts trailed on 
the wet grass in a most languishing way. What a change 
from the gay flaunting morning ! 

Wo quietly waited until the rain had ceased, then 
passed again into tiie Botanical Gardens, where we visited 
the different conservatories, and saw many curious plants of 
the cactus family. 

At night, we crossed the London Bridge, and went to 
the Surrey Theatre to hear " Bobert the Devil ; " and the 
part of Bertram the Fiend was played by Henry Drayton, a 
young American, To hear him, waa the especial purpose of 
our visit to that distant theatre. He has a grand, deep 
basso, and rendered the music in a most effective manner. 

tTulff 11th. — We visited this morning the Cathedral of 
St. Paul. It is so closely surrounded by houses, half the 
effect of its grandeur is lost when one approaches near it,- 
An excellent view is obtained from Black Friars Bridge 
over the Thames; in truth, from all points, the magnificent 
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dome rises far above all other objects, like a giiiut si 
watchiDg over the city. 

It is of the classic style, and was built apon the site of 
the former olmrch destroyed by the great fire of London ; it 
is in the form of a Latin cross ; Sir 0. Wren was the archi- 
tect. The cathedral is five hundred feet long, one hundred 
in width, and four hundred from the street to the summit of 
the dome. 

Near the entraDCe i? a statue of Queen Ann, and the 
pediment has the statues of St. Paul, St. Peter, and St. 
James. The interior is cold, gloomy, and austere ; the 
numerous pillars &o occupy the attention, it requires some 
time before one becomes fully impressed with its wonderful 

There are many noble monuments within its sacred walls, 
and in tho crypt below the bodies of illustrious men " sleep 
their last sleep." Of course, we looked first at the monu- 
ment of Nelson by FJaxman; in the vault his body lies in a, 
sarcophagus, which was intended by Cardinal Woolsey , for 
Henry VHI. Nelson was an idol with the English people ; 
constantly have we seen statues to his menjory, and o- 

rials of his valor ; yet the only woman he ever 1 d nd 
whom with his last breath of life be bequeath d t b 
country, entreating protection for her, was left to if nd 
to die in the greatest poverty, and his child c t f th to 
struggle with misery and wretchedness. Active 1 1 

to the being in. whose veins flowed tho hero's blood, would 
much more avail than these cold trophies to bis glory. 

The monument to Sir John Moore, who was killed at Cu 
runna, is most touching in its impression upon the beholder 
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These linea have immortalized tte dying scene of that brave 

Then near by is the statue of Bishop Heber, the " Sol- 
dier of the Cross," whose victories, though bloodless, were as 
worthy of immortality. It is a kneeliBg figure by Chautrey. 

There is a statue of Howard the philanthropist, by 
Bacon. Tlie expression of the face is beautiful. Then 
statues to military and naval heroes, to great scholars, sur- 
geons, physicians, and historians. 

Standing beneath the great dome, the effect of the light is 
admirable. It seems as though the glorious heavens roofed 
over the Cathedral. The dome is the finest in the world, it 
is said, sare that of St. Peter's, which I shall some day see. 

At night we accompanied a party of pleasant friends to 
the Princess's Theatre, Tiie play was " Sardanapalus, " writ- 
ten by Lord Byron, and put upon the stage by Kean. Until 
iifter the discoveries in Nineveh and Babylon by Layard, it had 
been, deemed impossible to adapt this remarkable drama to 
the r:tagp. After great study of the drapery of the sculp- 
ture and statuary brought thence, Kean arranged the 
tragedy as an acting play, having all the dresses made pre- 
cisely like those represented in the fresooes. The actors 
then studied the pose and attitudes of these figures. It 
really seemed as though life had suddenly entered the 
pictured furms of the " olden time," and they had stopped 
forth from their immobility, and mingled again in the bril- 
liant pageant of esistence. The banquet scene, where the 
almas {or dancing girls) were introduced, was exeeedingly 
gorgeous. Then their dress and mode of danoing were 
unique and picturesque. The conflagration at the finale 
was singularly grand and feariul. Kean and his wife filled 
the principal parti. The Princess's Theatre is the fiuest I 
have seen except the Opera House. 
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JalyVKh. 
I HAvx been truly happy for the last two days. Dear 
Lady Emmeline has spent them with mo. 

When we reached LoDdon she had already gone to Dover, 
en route for Norway and Sweden ; hut the steamer being 
delayed she ran up to the city, expressly to see me. Ah ! 
what a, joy it was again to meet her I Kind, affectionate, 
and piecuus friend that sbe lias been to me for long, long 
years Once more to see her Lad been the greatest inducement 
to I isit England. I gave up every engagement, that wo might 
pass all the hours of her Bojoum togeth &1 d 
ber fine oq^uipage through the parka, ar n 1 th n n f 
London, and with her we revisited many f th m num t 
of the great city. 

She brought me a kind invitation f m h f th t 
spend the month of December at Belvo C tl b 1 1 uld 
not accept it, for by that period we h 11 b wi 

home. I, however, promised her to mak ait t th 
ere we left for the Continent. 

Lady Emmeline had been a great wanderer since we 
parted by the " shores of the Mexican sea." She had trav- 
elled through Mexico, had crossed the Isthmus of Panama, 
had been upon the Andes, in the Islands of the "West Indies, 
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ID Madeira, in Portugal, and Spain. Her deaeriptious of all 
these countries were most graphic and eloquent, and for 
hourB I listened in wrapt attention to her vivid delineations 
of character and portrayal of scenery. 

What a woman of genius she is ! What cnthusiaam and 
energy she possesses I Her he m 

virtue, of every refined sentim H 

of my mother and my child 1 H 
of America — above all, of th U d S T\ 

pride she dwelt upon the on g A g 

Saxon race in the New World A g 

highest raulc of the English ar 11 

prejudice towards our institu 

and generous in opinion. Vic un g 

ter, accompanied her, now g m 

gifted, well educated, artles ff m 

She possesses a great talent ai d h 

book, containing views from ra ur 

I lingered with this dearly 
her departure. Although our ( 

we proposed meeting in six w ) p m 

deepest regret and sad emoti M d 

been, and from her cordial mention of me, all her family have 
united in bestowing a welcome, delightful as it has been flat- 
tering and gi'atifying. 
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Julf/Utk. 

We had a delightful ride, at early morning, to Windaor. 
This castellated palace is maasive and majestio. It has all 
the elegance of modern life, aad the hallowed assooiations of 
antiquity. 

William the Conqueror began the erection of thia noble 
edifice, leaving its completion, however, to the sovereigns 
who succeeded him. 

After ascending a multitude of stone steps, we found our- 
selves in the court of the Castle, and entered thence into St. 
George's Chapel, built in the Gothic atyle, with lofty win- 
dows. It contains the tombs of the three last kings of Eng- 
land, and many celebrated personages aro buried within 
little chapels, separated from the aisles by iron railings. 
At our recLuest, the guide opened for ua that of the Rut- 
land family. There we saw two effigies, representing Lord 
and Lady Manners de Moss, the first of the family who came 
over with William the Conqueror, The date upon the tomb 
was 1500. Immediately opposite to this monument, was 
that of the Wharncliffe family. 

In the St. George Chapel is the cenotaph of Princess 
Charlotte. It is a very singular monument. The body of 
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tie Princess is presented at the momout life has left it. A 
coveriug is thrown over it, througli which is seen the relaxa- 
tion of death, without its rigidity. Several forms are bend- 
ing around it, in the mnteness of despair, while above them 
rises a form, witb wiDgs; springing upwards to heaven. The 
face has a miugled expression of joy and triumph. Two 
angels are hovering around. One holds, fast folded to its 
bosom, the infant of the Princess ; the other, with clasped 
hands, soems to lead the way to realms abovo. 

In the choir are the stalls of the Knights of the Garter, 
with their names on plates on the carved chairs, and their 
banners hanging above them. 

We nest proceeded to the State apartments, which are 
splendid, from their wealth of pictures. There were many 
by Eembrandt, Oorregio, Kubens, Van Dyke, Holbein, 
Claude Lorraine, ana Poussin. 

The Audience Chamber wa8 panelled with gobelia tap- 
estry, portraying Scriptural scenes in the history of Morde- 
eai, of Esther and Haman. In this room is also a picture 
of Mary Queen of Scots, said to be the most perfeet resem- 
blance of her in existence. There ia also a small painting 
representing the beheading of the hapleas queen. 

In another room the entire tragedy of Medea is woven 
in tapestry, from the moment of cutting down the Golden 
Pleeee by Jason, to the last scene, where the infuriated Me- 
dea bears away the bodies of her children, murdered by her 
own hand, to revenge the infidelity of Jason. The esprcs- 
sion of these pictures is spirited and life-like. 

We passed through a number of picture-galleries, each 
bearing the name of the painter to whose pictures it was de- 
voted. The Van Dyke gallery was filled with his works — 
many pictures of Charles the First, and his queen, Maria 
Henrietta, then the beauties of that reign. The " Zucca- 
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the centre of the room is a curious bed, sont to tlie Qucou 
by the Grand Mogul. It has a moaq^ueto net over it, of the 
finest lace, embroidered with gold. 

The ball-room is superb, the walls gilded, aad hung with 
crimson satin. 

The grand dining-room, called the " Waterloo Uoom," 
is hung around with portraits of the kings of England, of 
Nicholas of Russia, of Richelieu, of Humboldt, of Welling- 
ton, of Metternieh, of Bluoher, of Walter Seott. Many of 
these paintings are by Sir Thomas Lawrence. 

One of our kind friends had obtained permission for us 
to visit the private apartments of the Queen. These are de- 
lightfiil rooms, luxuriously and tastefully furnished, with 
that charming home-look of comfort which seemed to per- 
vade all English houses, from the palace of tho sovereign to 
the humble abode of the artisan. la one of the corridors, 
amid many objects of veriu. I was exceedingly interested by 
the pictorea of Canaletto Venice appeared absolutely be- 
fore us with its pdlacei bridges, churches, and gondolas. 
The color ng is pe diar in I exquisite. In these apartments 
we siw the pimting whi h represents the Coronation of 
Queen \ ictor a and othei scenes illustrative of great events 
in her 1 fe There were two immense vases, presented by the 
Emperor t Eu'i'da one of Malachite, and the other of 
Chin'i. Tho breakfast room was hung with tapestry, and 
was a mo t sum v i leasant room. 

After senng the kitchen and the royal plate for the table, 
we went to the staHes whe e numerous horses were neatly 
housed and jart oularly :,aed for, A true Arabian, called 
Azo? tent to hei Maje ty by the Pasha of Egypt, was a per- 
fect beautj There were carriages aud sieds, from various 
crowned heads, and vast cariosities In horse decorations. 
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From the Grent Rouud Tower or Keep, there is a vicn' 
f unusual Ijieline^s The Thamea w-seen, winding among 
t wns and villages, farm houses and elegant mansions. An 
ticellent view is also obtained of the Castle itself, of the 
pirka the gardens, ind of Windsor forest, once so famous. 
Then theie is the Long ■VValk, an avenae of trees, several 
miles in length These trees are mostly of oali, and appear 
many centuries old 

Trom the Terrace there is liiewise an entrancing view. 
I no longer wondraed that her Majesty preferred a residence 
heie to Buckingham Palace. 

A shoit drive brought us through the great park to 
beautiful Virginia "Water. The artillery from the camp of 
Cjbham weie ciosiing it upon pontoons. These wore after- 
wards ariangcd as rafts for the passage of the foot-soldier.'i. 
It was a scene of gay and animated life. The camp of 
Cobham was a barren, brown plain, with multitudes of tents, 
and soldiers in all varieties of uniforms. 

Hear Windsor Castle Is " Eton Hall," long a celebrated 
College. And not far off is a church entirely o'crshadowed 
by immense elms and yew trees, where we were told G-ray 
wrote his " Elegy in a Country Churchyard," This elegy, 
always touching to the heart, is particularly so to us Ameri- 
cans, as the last words uttered by our groat Webster were 
taken from this poem — 

" The paths of glorj lead but to the grave." 

We returned by the railway to London, and joined a 
most charming party at Tirey's in Eegent street, where we 
dined ; thence drove to the Opera House, to hear G-risi in 

It was a gala night ; for the Queen was present, accom- 
panied by the King and Qu^en of Hanover, the Crown 
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Priuee and Princesa of Prussia. The boxes were thronged 
with the aristocracy of the land — the ladies in full drees, 
sparkling with jewels, and the gentlemen in hall costume. 
Every portion of this immense theatre waa filled, and rarely 
have I beheld a more magnificent spectacle. 

For the first time I saw G-risi. Were she not a singer, 
she would be one of the greatest tragic actresses of the 
age. Nature seems to hare made hor for the part of Norma. 
Her face is full of classic beauty, with wondrous eyes, so 
large, so lustrous — sho speaks with them. I thought of the 
words of the old Spanish poet — 

"Lend me thme eyes, IneK, 
That I may strike him dead." 
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Ls one of those dark and painful dramas, Jeaviag a sad feeling 
up on the heart. 

July 15iA.— We have enjoyed the satisfaction of mak- 
iug the acciuaJntanoe of Mra. Mary Howitt and her daugh- 
ter. I brought them a letter from a dear American friend, 
and have been most cordially received. They reside at 
the Hermitage, Highgate, and our drive there was very 



Mary Howitt, as the friend and translator of the ■« 
of dear Miss Bremer, possessed for me at our first i 
great attraction, and afterwards, for herself, I truly ad- 
mired her. She is a delightful, frank, genial woman ; quiet 
and graceful in manner, acd exceedingly interesting in con- 
versation. 

Her daughter, Anna Mary, is a lovely girl, an authoress, 
and an eseellent artist. She has a sweet lisping voice, and 
most endearing ways, which captivatu one immediately. 
William Howitt is in Australia with his sons. 

We drove to Alpha Road to visit Kossnth, After much 
difficulty we found his house, but he was absent seeking a 
physician, as Madame Kostnth was dangerously ill. He 
seems to live in the plainest and most humble manner. 
How uEJustlyfalse were all tiose stories told of Mm — that he 
had appropriated the means raised for the ciuse of Hungiry 
to himself, and was living m lusury All the money was 
loft in America, with or in the hands of a committee 
Kossuth supports himself an! his family entiieiy by the 
use of his pen. Pulzky and his gifted wife also live in 
London. 

A charming friend accompanied me this morning to call 
upon Lady Morgan, who, as the authoress of the " Wild Irish 
Girl," had been long my especial admiration. We found 
her en grande toiletie, just- departing for a " matinee miisi- 
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calo." She kindly tarried awhile, and we made a most 
pleasant visit. She is a remarkable -womaii, preserving still 
the vivacity of youth. 

Last night we were again at the opera to hear tte same 
admirable artists in " Lueia di Lammermuir," and thence 
t« .the mansion of the Countesa of Jersey to a brilliant ball. 
It was a superb assemblage of the beautifiil and high-born 
women of England. 

The Countess of Jersey has a noble presence and most 
commanding air. She is graceful and elegant iu manner 
and gesture ; the loveliest of all here, as at Buckingham 
Palace, at the ball, was Lady Clementina Villars. Her 
features are as perfect as those of " tiie statue that doth 
enchant the world ; " and, alttougb she is pale, she is strik- 
ingly handsome. 

Even with the fear of Mrs. Malaprop before me, I must 
say there is more beauty among American women than I 
have seen in the Old World. I have met many indeed who 
are of great loveliness, but generally they have not the deli- 
cacy of form and feature seen with us. Upou entering a 
room in London, the first exclamation will be, " what fine, 
robust, healthy women these are ! " They seem to enjoy life 
much more than our women, and are capable of greater ex- 
ertion in the pursuits of literature and of art. They spend 
many hours in the open air, walking and riding, or driving. 
They have an independent, self-poised manner, which is ab- 
solutely delightful. They are eseellently well educated, 
and yet the most unpretentious persons I ever saw. They 
are always ready to be usefiil, to be hospitable, and to be 

But to return to the ball. It was splendid. Tlie supper 
was magnificent, and the hours pa^ed most charmingly to 



,1 Google 



ENGLISH WOMEN. 



I pleasaat friends, and were pi 
sented to many distinguished persons, wliose names arc h. 
torio iu England — to many literary people, whose works a 
as " houseliold words " to us in the New World. 
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CHAPTEE X. 

Jvly 16tk. 
Wb Lave just returned from a brief visit to Belvoir Castle. 
Our sojourn there was really enchanting. We went down 
by the Gfreat Western Railway to Grantham, passing 
through a finely cultivated country. 

At G-rantham the carriage met us, and we soon drove 
through the neat little town, and entered the " green lanes 
of England." Trees were planted on eaoli side of the road, 
and beneath thorn were hedges of the eglantine, mingled 
with jessamine and honeysuckle. The air was filled with 
perfume, as it came to us over the green hill-tops. Hay- 
makers were abroad in the fields, and women and children 
tossing the h^y into great wagons 

Tl e day wa of un au'il bi ghtnL->s The sky was dotted 
here and the e w h 1 ^ht fioc&y clonds 'serving as a delicate 
Teil to the to mten c rad anee ot the sun I realized the 
true an 1 graj c j c u es of English scenery, so sweetly 
desc bed by Wo dsw th Theie was a soft serenity about 
them, imparting to the mind a gentle calmness. For five 
mUes we drove through these scenes of rural life, until we 
perceived the turrets of Eelvoir Castle, and soon after came 
to the domains of the Duke of Rutland. Passing through 
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■J large gate, we entered a iloop forest. Ft! t w 

seemed in America, for the forests of th \i Ik 
of the Alleghany inountaina are not jt w id d th k 
Tiie old trees, with their spreading bran 1 w Ik 
tinels watching oTer the spot. We d f m t 

through the deep, dark woods, and then m g d th f 
tile farm lands of the Castle. About ni d 1 y w hi 

the foot of a very high hill, upon which t d B 1 C 
tie. We ascended a road winding alo f m t t 

terrace. The immense trees mot over h d i f m d 
Cothio aroh. At last we came out int ti 1 ht d 

found ourselves at the gate of the Castl hi Id b 

ronial structure, built by the first Lord M d R 

and called " Belvoir," signifying " beaut f 1 w f m th 
glorious prospect beheld from the summit of the demi-moun- 
tain. The first Castle was built in 1500; the present one, 
however, is of more recent date. 

From the great door-way we passed into the entrance sa- 
loon, or grand vestibule, around which are figures of knights 
in the armor worn by members of the family in the "ancient 
times." Upon the walls are hung the trophies of war taken 
by them in battle. From thence we were ushered into the 
reception room, which is exceedingly magnificent. It has 
Buhl furniture of antique form, inlaid with precious stones, 
with gold, with silver and ivory. The carpet is like a bank 
of fresh roses. The ceiling, painted in fresco, has the portraits 
of all the Rutland family, and also those of royal personages 
who were friends of the Duke. In this room there is a paint- 
ing of the Duchess, and one of the Duke, taken shortly after 
their marriage. How wondrously handsome they both must 
have been I There is likewise a marble statue of the Duch- 
ess of Ttutland by Wyatt — an exijuisite specimen of female 
beauty. 

Vol. r —4 
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This visit to Belvoip Castle was a perfect delight to me, 
and with what happiness did I follow my kind friends through 
all the gorgeous rooms and pioture -galleries. At last I beg- 
ged they would take me to Lady Emmeline's apartments, those 
occupied hy her when she makes Belvoir her home ; and there 
I seated myaelf to think of her, surrounded by the memorials 
of her elegant taste. How often had she spoken to me of 
these rooms, bow often described the Castle to me ; and now 
I was within its walls, but she was in the far north land. 
Blessings upon her, dear and precious friend ! 

Every thing about the Castle is grandly superb. Most 
gorgeous is the banquet-room, the green drawing-room, the 
crimson drawing-room, the Prince Kegent's gallery, built 
by the present Duke to receive George IV. in when he 
came down to Belvoir to stand godfather for the first Marquis 
of Granby, The library is panelled in oak and hung with 
green velvet. The shelves contain many American books, 
among them the writings of Longfellow, and of Willis, and 
the speeches of Webster, Clay, and Everett. The ball-room 
is splendid, with rows of marble piliars, and a floor made of 
small pieces of wood, like a Mosaic. A long gallery extends 
around for those who do not care to mingle in the dance. 
There are immense mirrors, so arranged as to reflect and 
multiply the pillars in such a manner, one seems to look 
through, a long colonnade. The ceiling is gilded and painted 
in fresco. 

There are several picture-galleries, filled with the crea- 
tions of the old masters, and of those of the more* modern 
school. There are several rare and beautiful Murillos, Gui- 
ios, Titians. Velasquez ; paintings of Sir Joshua 
r Thomas Lawrence, and of Lely; many land- 
scapes by Zuccarelli, by Claude Lorraine, by Poussin ; and 
goi-geous pictures by Rembrandt, by Bubens, and Van Dyke. 
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One gallery is devoted to the full-lengtli portraits of the 
lords, earls, and dukes of the family. 

The apartments oooupied by Queen Victoria and Prince 
Aihert,' when they visited the Castle, are magnificent. The 
furniture is satin, embroidered with gold, and the hangings of 
the chambers white satin, decorated with heavy gold fringe. 
The bedroom occupied by George IV. when he visited tne 
Oastle, remains furnished in the same style as then. It is 
very gorgeous. 

At evening we ascended the turrets of the Castle. The 
view thence was most beautiful. Twenty-seven villages were 
visible amid the rich waving fields of grain aad wooded 
slopes of the hills. One town was pointed out to me, called 
" Walton." Our ancestors came from Middle England, and 
perhaps from this very region. Of coarse I looked upon it 
with deep interest. It is a flue picturesque village ; with a 
population of five thousand inhabitants. 

The hill upon which the Castle stands is terraced on every 
side save one, about a hundred feet. Then begins the forest, 
extending like a sea of green far below its base. 

In the morning we drove to the village of Woodstock, 
where the tenants live. It was " Eent-Day," and multitudes 
of them were gathered in merry groups under the trees. 
They were dancing, and playing many games. The girls had 
the most lovely complexions and rosy health. Tho men were 
tall, strong, and stalwart. They seemed the very " bone and 
sinew of the land." The old men and women were seated 
beneath the elms, watching the sports of their children's 
children. It was a charming picture of rural life — there ap- 
peared such happiness, contentment, and plenty. The houses 
wcL'e all neat and comfortably furnished, each one with its 
little garden around it, while the honeysuckle and rose- vines 
climbed up over the " front porch." The people of these 
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agricultural counties are evidently a more happy race tbau 
ttiose wbo inhabit tbe cities or tlie manufaciuring ctiatricts. 
Ah t Id f m t k tb gh b" f m d th gh 
th h d int tb k t h t b w tb m d f 1 1 

f Bngl hp t 

\\ m h t t d by 1 1 th p t p t 

mt fthDh fRtldShl b dd 

tw iy so y t U h m m y f dly b h d by 

th D k d byb hH Tb m m J t IS 

th y w wb d tb 1 m d b Id t h 
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dhbbd fito tthm tl y 

fb d h Hw t thishifchdmmyftb 
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four angel- children, holding forth then bands to welcome the 
mother. One holds a crown, which is jaat near her brow. 
Tbe light comes from above, and through rose-colored, or 
some other warm-tinted glass, giving tbe figures the look of 
life. It is indesorihably beautiful, and so touching, tears came 
to my eyes as I looked upon them. The design of this 
" temple of the dead," was found among the papers of the 
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Duohess, and the Duke at onoe had it built precisely after 
the original drawing. In front of the buildiiig is a grove of 

■ t w t pp 1 1 h l> pi t I ! th 

f lyp sed h 1 d Th ft f 

d b 1 ly g J w h 

Fmhm lumwp d h Dk 

A^ Ik — 1 1 d h gh 1 

h f 1 h ml \ 
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Bl CI fhgl fhp ly 
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J h hmd hdlyd I 

£ £ f h R 1 d f m ly I d ply II Id 

h p h a m h h 

Ci h h jjydd uihd pny 

mbl d 

Whw ud LdnfrraBl wf la. 
f dfm f wyhm w gua Ohbw 
hearts and thoughts flew back over the vast Atlantic, to that 
dear spot of earth, where dwell the loved ones ! All was 
forgotten in the delightful emotions awakened by the spell- 
like charm of Home, and of our own country. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

Jyly 19rt. 

IiAST night we attended the " eonvei'sazioue " of the Lord 
and Lady Mayoi-esa, at the Mansion House, in the midat of 
the old city of London. These parties are given several times 
during the year, and all the notahilities, foreign and native- 
born, are invited. The assemblage was aristocratic, demo- 
cratic, artistic, and literary. The Lord Mayor stood in the 
centre of the reception-room, while a person in splendid uni- 
form announced the names of the guests as they approached. 
The Lord Mayor shook them cordially by the hand, and pre- 
sented them to the Lady Mayoress. It reminded me very 
much of the levees at the President's Hoiae. in Washington. 
We lingered for a time near the host and hostess, to 
watch the entree of the guests. There were many thousands 
present, and of course among them distinguished and famous 
personages. Our escellent friends, the Bonnochs and Cros- 
landa, introduced us to numerous literary and artistic per- 
sons, with whom we were really delighted. Martin F. Tup- 
per we found a most pleasant, charming man. He spoke 
with great appreciation of America, where he. had passed 
some months. The handsome young Oriental, Risk Allah, 
the Secretary of the Turkish- Embassy, received much atteu- 
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tion. As he speaks Bnglisli, lie seemed a wonderful favorite 
with the gentler sex, whom lie evidently magnetized hy the 
glances of his lustrous and eloquent eyes. Albert Smith 
was full of jest and merriment ; a, laughing throng were al- 
ways around him. Then there was Cruikshank, a queer, 
wild-looking person, with a nervous, quick manner, and most 
mirth- provoking words. Miss Pardoo and Miss Strickland 
were standing together, when we were presented to them. 1 
could but think their faces and forms were types of tbeir 
writings. Miss Pardoe is fresh, bright-eyed, merry and 
talkative. Miss Strickland is tall, formal, and stately, but 
with an earnest and kind manner. I was charmed with 
Mackay, the " Poet of the People." He has a fine faoe, 
lighted up with noble emotions of the soul. 

Many foreign Ministers were present ; among the most 
conspicuous were the Turkish Ambassador and the Greek 
Ambassador, in their beautiful costumes ; the Bishops of 
Salisbury and St. David's, and several high dignitaries of 
the law. Many of the leading men of England, Earl G-rey, 
Duke of Newcastle, Sir Charles Wood, Mr. Joseph Hume, 
and D'I'jracli The Duche^B of Sutherland most superbly 
attired accompanied by her sin in hw the Duke of Argyll 
attraoted much aJmiratifu There were besiles many 
elegant w men cf tl e aristocracy 

Am ng the di^tmsfuiahe i paintprs were 8r Charles 
Easthke Sir Edward Lan Iseer aniMiitm Ereilifr^th the 
German poet, whom I had met before, and Dr. Kmkel, the 
German patriot ; then Harrison Ainsworth and Jordan, Dr. 
Bowring, the indomitable traveller, and .Monckton Milnes, 
tho poet and Member of Parliament — he has a beautiful 
forehead, and most espressive eyes ; Tennyson, too, with his 
poetic face, over which lingers a soft shade of sadness ; Dr. 
Simthwood Smith, the philanthropist, who has done so much 
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to ameliorate the condition of the poor of London ; Sir 
George Head, author of the capital boot, " A Bundle of 
Frenoii Faggots," and Mrs. Cowden Clarke, whose work 
upon Shakapeave is so much valued. Eai'l de G-rey wore 
the blue ribbon and the garter at the knee. Spobr, the com- 
poser, was one of the guests, and Sir Petor Laurie and Doug- 
lass Jerrold. 

In truth, it is quite impossible to enumerate all the ce- 
lebrities. Mr. Wire, (one of the Aldermen,) a most agree- 
able person, became kindly my cicerone, and guided mo 
through the aumeroua rooms, pointing out the valuable paint- 
ings of Maclise and other artists. The Egyptian Hall is a 
magnificent room, with columns of white and gold, adorned 
with many fine statues. In this room the Band of the Cold- 
stream Guard was playing. Above stairs, the educational 
models filled a suite of rooms, and here were the works of the 
pupils who are receiving instruction in the " Schools for the 
Blind," Many of the pupils were present ; they sang several 
concerted pieces, feeling the notes with their fingers, Tlicro 
were supper rooms well served ; there was dancing, too, but 
conversation was the chief amusement of the evening, 

I was happy again to meet the Halls, and Mrs. Howitt, 
who mentioned that she was translating Miss Bremer's new 
book " Homes in the New World " 

We weie delighted with the "conversazione," though le 
gret was mingled with oui pleasure, for our farewill was 
spoken to the dear friends who have made London so en 
rapturing Most kindly did they greet Mf, not-ai strangeis 
or as those commended to tbeir cmlity, but with a warm, 
generous, frank friendliueas, which won our gratitude, while 
it captivated our hearts At this parting hour, earnestly do 
wo exclaim, " Blessmgs upon our Mother Land " ' Thi 
bright stars \veri Ixdmj;" bitoic the light ot day, on wo 
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ii?aehed Portman Sijuare, and little time had we for rest, for 
at ten o'c'iocfc we were to leave England. Our noblo friend 
who first welcomed me to tho Old World, came eyen at that 
early hour to say, " G-od bless you." 

The trucks are packed — the carriage is at the door — my 
last words of BnglaDd are written — and we muat away to 
other scenes. But none can ever be more dear, more pre- 
cious to my Boul, than those which have filled the happy 
hours of my sojourn in delightful London. 
Vol. I.—4* 
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CHAPTER XII. 

jv.hjn. 

Thk railway from London to Dover passes within iull view 
of Sydeuham Crystal Palace. This huilding is of immense 
size, many hundred feet larger than the original in Hyde 
Park. It is upon the sutgmit of a hill, and the grounds are 
to be terraced, forming hanging gardens, like those of Baby- 
lon. It was like a great mountaia of glass, and all the sun- 
light of England seemed glittermg upon its rOof, concentrated 
there by some giant lens. 

At Dover we tarried some hours, and visited the castle, 
overlooking the town. From the turrets, there is au exten- 
sive prospect over land and sea ; the Chalk cliffs loom up 
like great spectres, and the " Downs of Dover " (famed for 
their mutton) stretch far away in the dim distance. A 
blue eloud resting as it were upon the waters, they told me, 
was the shores of France. 

Dover is not an inviting-looking town, though it is quite 
large. We dined at the "King's Head," and soon after 
went on board the steamer ; the wind was strong and cold : 
thus we were forced to seek the cabin, which was about the 
length and breadth of a good-sized dinner-table. Upon two 
settees we threw ourselves, and in a few moments the little 
steamer was rolling, rooking, tumbling, and pitching into tho 
sea. 0! what hours of anguish, and of inexpressible torture 
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were those! Women mourning — children screammg — men 
groaning. All calling for " aid and comfort " from the 
wretched steward, who rushed " hither and thither," in voice- 
leas despair. At last, the long and horrible hours ended in 
daylight and Calais. With feehle steps we walked up to the 
station house, had our luggage " visited," drank au exeelleut 
cup of coffee, seated ourselves in a well-cttahioiicd and neat 
railway carriage, and were soon away to Paris. 

When, the mists of the morning gave place to the sun- 
light, I was struck with its wonderful radiance. It was pain, 
ful at first to the eyes. There was not, as in England, a 
light fleecy veil of clouds to aofton its intoiisity. The country 
was not beautiful, the houses were small, the trees of diminu- 
tive growth, and planted in a formal manner around the 
fields. There were no feuees, and but few hedges. The 
gr<is3 had not the rich green hue so remarkable in the " Sea- 
girt Isle." But here, as every where in England, I saw the 
corn poppies, called by the French coqueltcot. All the 
fields are covered with them, and for miles along, the railway 
they grow so thickly, as to seem like a broad red ribbon. 
They are of a dazzlingly bright crimson, and givo a cheerful 
look to even a barren waste. As we rushed along by acres 
of these glowing flowers, we often quoted the lines of Burns, 



At the stations I often gathered them, but at the slight- 
est touch the beautiful petals fell to the earth. 

At eleven o'clock the domes and spires of Paris were visi- 
ble, and the great wind-mills upon Monivmrtre. Then we 
entered an immense hall, roofed with glass, and were com- 
manded to remain without the railway, while our trunks were 
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Opened and examined. They were shut down, and wo were 
permitted to depart. 

The environs of Paris reminded me much of some of the 
Eauiourgs of New Orleans. We drove to the Sotd MmtHce, 
Rue MivoU, just fronting the gardens of the Tnileries. We 
found pleasant rooms prepared for as, and most comfortable 
beds. I cast myself upon one, soft and yielding, with a sen- 
sation of delight, and my weary limhs lay softly in sweet re- 
pose, whiie my spirit wandered off into dream-land, there to 
meet the loved ones of home. 

It was late in the afternoon when we awoke. We were 
dressed just in time for the most appetizing dinner at the 
table d'h6te of the hotel. As soon as we bad finished' our 
coffee, we joined a party of agreeable Americans, and drove 
up the Boulevards to the " Uymnaae " to see the Spanish 
Dancers from Madrid, who are just now m k f 

Paris. Peira Crawiera is very wonderful f h 1 ty Sh 

rushed upon the stage like a wild haccha i tbr w f, h 
self in the mo t p li tt t d f t ft h b tb n 

hor bead, and tb 1 d^bk tlh hd dft 
seemed meet g Th n. m th g w th t t, 

making moat t gcott dtwtgsftbfm 

quite worthy f E t i ggl Tb ppl w p 

turous, bat Im ^g wlk dm 

menta. The play was " Love at Tw nty nd m t dm 
bly acted by Rose Cheri. All th app ntm nt f th tag 
were perfect, and the perfom rs n d ^ nt f th 
presence of the audience. Tb j a t d as th ^h tl y w 
in a parlor. The theatre is sm 11 b t w 11 n 1 A 

balcnny runs around the front f tb b Th w n 11 

wore bonnets, and were not very tyb b tb app 

By one o'clock we were a ain n pi nd tl 

ended our first day in Paris. 
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Sunday Night. — Seeing in the morning journal an 
announcement that the " waters would play " at Versailles, 
we determined to go thither. It was an exquisite morning, 
and tliousands in their holiday garb were hastening to the 
station. We seated ourselves in the car, and soon came in a 
party of tlie bovrgeoise. They were a merry set, and it waa 
really diverting to hear them relate the incidents of the pre- 
ceding f^te; they seemed so full of enjoyment and life. 
Had they been princesses, they could jiot have appeared more 
content. 

Soon after we left Paris we saw tho vinoMes or vineyards. 
The vines are all tied to sticks, and are not permitted to 
grow more than two or three feet high. The railway passes 
along an embankment, and thence the view was very extend- 
ed, and most charming. Ono of our travelling companions 
pointed out the deep ravine (through which passes the rail- 
way) where so many persons perished by burning a few years 
ago, in consequence of the doors of the carriages all being 
locked. This custom is very general throughout Europe. It 
had been a fete day at Versailles, and multitudes were return- 
ing to Paris. The fire burst out In, the foremost car, and 
soon burnt the connecting link between that and the locomo- 
tive, which dashed on to the station, leaving the long train of 
passenger oars in this ravine (cut through an immense hiil). 
The persons within the carriages could not escape, for the 
doors were all locked, and they thus lost their lives in the 
most frightful manner. Admiral d'Urville, and many high 
dignitaries of the land, women, children, and valuable citizens 
were destroyed in the cars. 

At Versailles we left the railway. This eity once had a 
population of one hundred thousand people. In the days of 
Louis XIV. it waa in its full eplendor. Now there are only 
thirty tjjousand inhabitants. As we enteved the court of the 



,1 Google 



86 SOUVENIKS OF TEAVEL. 

palace, we read in large golden letters, upon the frieze of tiie 
imposing buildii^g, "A ioutes les gloires de la France." 
This inscription was placed there by Louis Philippe, who 
restored Ver a'lles to its former glory. Louis XIII. first 
built at V s 11 3 a hunting lodge, which Louis XIV. con- 
verted mt a pala in 1660, To the architect Levan, he 
gave the s. ut on of his design, while to Le Notre he en- 
tmst d th a ang ment of the gardens and parks. Miles of 
land w e p h d and thousands and thousands of soldiers, 
(when not engaged in warfare,) were employed in making ter- 
races. The coat of these imprOTementB was said to have 
equalled two hundred millions of dollars. It is therefore no 
wonder that ~a palace, gorgeous as the descriptions of the 
Arabian Nights, should have risen up at the summons of the 
enchanter's wand — for gold is the enchai^ter's wand of real life. 
We passed through the basement of the palace and went 
into the gardens, whence the vastness of the immense edifice 
is fully realized. The centre building has a fagade of three 
hundred feet, while each wing is six hundred in length, thus 
presenting a front of almost two thousand feet, decorated with 
Ionic pilasters, and multitudes of allegorical statues of the 
months, the seasons, of the arts, and of the sciences. Each 
parterre of the flower-garden is encased in white marble, 
which forms a lovely contrast to tke bright hues of the flow- 
ers. The noble trees of the parks are left to the grace of 
nature. They are, however, all surrounded by high hedges. 
Immense avenues are formed by giant trees, the branches 
meeting overhead, and dipt within, until they make glorious 
Gothic arches. Just in front of the palace is a great basin, 
whence arise shining columns of water. The basLn of Nep- 
tune is the finest of all the fountains. There .are vases around 
its edge, and in the centre Neptune and Araphitrite, seated 
in a shell, while sea monsters, nymphs, and tritons, encircle 
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them. In the baain of Apollo, tte god of day ia seen rising 
from the waters in a chariot, drawn by four lioraoa. Apollo 
is again presented in a cool grove, where he comes to reposo 
in the arms of the goddeas Thetia. The nymphs ai'e exqui- 
sitely scnlptured. They encircle the god, some braiding his 
hair, and others offering him perfumes. Near this group are 
the horses of the sun, watered by the tritona. They are all 
of white marble, and of rare excellence, They atand near an 
enormous roek, in the depths of a grove, and as we were 
looking upon them, tlie water came ruahing down the roek in 
sheets of foam, and formed a little lake at the foot. The 
effect was starlling and delightful. In a few moments we 
heard the cry, " the great waters are going to play," so we 
ran hack to the terrace fronting the palace, and seated our- 
selves upon a balu.'itrade, where we watched the play of the 
fountains. It wa'^ a sight of rare and strange beauty, and 
seemed to me like an enormous picture, set in a green frame. 
There were eolumns of every size ri&ing from the basins, and 
falling in feathery spray. Touched by the sunlight, each 
drop had the semblance of a diamond, or an emerald, or a 
ruby. As far as the eye could reach the waters were rush- 
ing upward from the basins, or pouring down over ledges of 
rock, or from the mouths of sea monsters, or falling in scowy 
foam over lovely groups of sea nymphs. Often I turned 
from the fountains to look upon the happy, homely facea of 
the thousands who had gatheigd to see " the waters play ;" 
their look of intense delight and their expression of admira- 
tion were so heart-felt. The expense of bringing the water 
to the fountains Is so enormous, they only play a few tunes 
during the summer, and then it is a great fSte day, and 
merry crowds hasten to pass all the day within the gardens, 
or in wandering about the palace. 

After walking for several hours in the grounds and parks. 
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Gvevy where adorned with statuea aod colossal figures, rep- 
resenting the kings and qaeena of France, we entered the 
palace. The maguificenco of the interior is inconceivable [ 
the ceilings aro carved and gilded, or superbly painted ui 
fresco ; the galleries are filled with atatnes, with busts, with 
portraits, and with historical paintings. All the battle scenes, 
from Clovis to the war of Algeria, aro here portrayed upon 
lailea of canvas. Never was I more convinced of the wis- 
dom of the kings of Franco in consecrating their triumphs 
by magnificent pictures, than when I looked upon the people 
Bta.nding before them, and viewing with exultation the his- 
tory of their glory. Thus has the love of war become the 
leading passion of the French nation. 

In long galleries are paintings illustrative of tho histori- 
cal events of every reign. Battles upon land and on the sea ; 
all the victories of the Bepnblio ; all the campaigns of Napo- 
leon ; the revolution of 1830 ; in truth, every great event 
of French history. Then there are the portraits or busts of all 
the great men of France, both of the good and of the bad. 

There are numerous rooms named from the frescoes on 
the ceiling, or from paintings on the walls. In the " Saloon 
of Venus" is a lovely gi-oup of the Three G-races, by Pra- 
dier; in that of " Diana," a portrait of Marie Thercse, of 
Austria ; and thus in each room are wonderful works of art 
and trophies of the past. The " Gallerie des Glacea " is said 
to be the finest in the world. It has mjmerous large arohed 
windows, and opposite to each is a great mirror. There are 
Corinthian pilasters of red marble, with the base and the 
capitals of gilt bronze. The ceiling was painted by Le Brun, 
and represents the events during the reign of Louis XIV. 
The bed-chamber of Louis is also a splendid room. The 
ceiling is decorated with the " Titans" of Paul Veronese, 
which NapoMon brought from Venice. The bed in which 
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the king died is still there. It has never been occupied since 
that time. 

We passed on from room to room until we came to tlie 
"iipartmenta oi Marie Antoinette." Here I seemed en- 
circled by a spell of magie power, and lingered long within 
tliem. The furniture is gilt, covered with brocade or ta- 
pestry ; the tables are of buhl, and mosaic of marble. The 
guide, perceiving the interest X manifested, showed me every 
relic still existing of tlic heroic and nnfortuaite ciueon The 
spot was pomted out to us wheie she stood when the Revo 
lutionisti surrounded the pikce, and wlien she showed her 
self to them, disarming the infuriated mob by the dignity 
and grace of her beiring If wa^ there too, Li Fayette 
kissed her hand to testify his lojalty and demotion Her 
saloon, or card room, is exquisitely pamted m fiesco by Le 
Urun. From this opens the sleepmg room of the hipless 
queen, whence she escaped Oitober 6th, 1789, when the 
rabble fnreod open the palaoe doors In these looms are 
pictures of Mme Pompadour, of Mme Maintenou, of Mmo 
Montespan, and of Mme DuEarri From these apiitmenta 
wo came to the " Staircase of BI irble," very famous in 
France , it is composed of marble of various color" Thence 
we entered the " Salle du 8a,ore," containing the paintings of 
David, " The Coronation of Napoleon," and the " Distribu- 
tion of the Eagles," These are most wonderfiil and elocjueat 
pictures ; the portrait of Josephine in the " Coronation" is 
beautiful. In the Qallerie des BataiUes, amid paintings 
of immense size, is one representing Kochambeau and Wash- 
ington before Torktown. Thus, in the palaces of kings, has 
our great and good Washington an historic place ; the picture 
is an admirable one. Many of the paintings are by Vomet, 
Paul Delaroche, David, and Gerard, 

Wo spent many hours in the palace, and again returned 
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to tfio green arcades of the Park, aud wandered amid ttc 
flower-gardens. From the Camp of Tartary near by there 
were tiioueands of soldiers, accompanied by their " Vivau- 
dieres," or soldier-women, dressed in a perfect Bloomer dress. 
Then there were multitudes of persons from the Provinces 
in their national costumes. The eveniiig was delightful, and 
the throng seemed increased during the hours we spent in 
the palaoo. Every one appeared so happy ; the children were 
rolling on the grass, aad screaming with delight, while the 
parents laughed merrily at their sports. 

Amid hundreds of orange trees, we were pointed out the 
" Historical Tree ; " it was planted 1421, in the time of 
JFran^ois Premier, nnd has flourished under twelve reigns; 
the branches have rings of iron around them to sustain theii 
weight. 

At the end of the Park of Versailles, is Le Grand Tria- 
non, onc« occupied by Madame Maintenon ; it is only one 
story, in the style of an Italian villa. There are mauj flue 
paintings and objects of veriu, and lovely gardens. Le Pe- 
tit Trianon is a kind of pavilion, deoorated with fluted col- 
umns; the garden is esquisite, and on the banks of a little 
lake is a Swiss cottage, which Marie Antoinette caused to be 
built. She was exceedingly fond of the retirement of these 
beautiful grounds, filled with rare plants and noble trees. 

It is to Louis Philippe that France is indebted for the res- 
toration of these palaces to their original splendor. In one 
of the corridors, or statue galleries, is the sculptured, form 
of Jean d'Are, the " Maid of Orleans." It was the work of 
the Princess Marie, daughter of Louis Philippe. It is an 
exquisite figure; the head leans forward, as though the heart 
were oppressed by the breastplate ; the face is nojslc, end the 
utmost purity, repose, and determination, are mingled in the 
expression: there were also several portraits of her. The 
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gallerv 1 1 1 u ■) Philippe contains the history of the revolu- 
tion of J ilj in immense picturei 

I OJulil DDt tear myselt away trom "The Enchanted 
G-ardeiiB until i ght <.an p in 1 shut them from my view ; 
then I ejn&euted tj leturii to Pans 

We have jast tiken cm fiist pr amcnade in the "Imperial 
City.' We passed donn the Hue Cistiglione into the 
Place Vendome a greit quarc j aved with flat stones, and 
surrounded with handBonie huildings. In the centre is the 
" Coinmn of Napoleon ; " it is of great height, and upon the 
top is the statue of the immortal Corsican. The figure is of 
bronze; the costume, a military overcoat and cooked hat: 
the attitude is yery natural. The column was built by the 
orders of the emperor, to perpetuate the memory of his cani- 
paigos in Germany, and -bears the inscription, " Monument 
erected to the glory of the Grand Army by Napoleon the 
Great." From the pedestal to the summit it is covered 
with has reliefs, in" bronze, made from the twelve hundred 
cannon taken in the campaigns in Russia and Austria ; they 
represent all the battles from the first to that of Austorlita. 
There is a stairway within the column, and near the top is a 
balustrade, whence a splendid view of the city is obtained. 
An old soldier walked in front to and fro. There is a railing 
around and upon it, and at the door of entrance are hung 
hundreds of wreaths of itntnorteUes, and bouquets of flowers, 
thus showing the undying adoration for the most wonderful 
of men, save our own Washington. 

From the Place Vendome we walked through the elegau*. 
street of La Paix, thence into the Boulevards. The Boule- 
vards are a great feature in Parisian life ; the bulwarks or 
ramparts of the city once occupied these streets. When 
Paris ceased to be a fortified city in the times of Louis XIV, 
the walls were hurled down, and the ditches filled up and 
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planted with treea. Thej run nearly round tho city, bca 
different names at various points. The street ii 
wide, with a broad pavomont, and beyond that rows of trees. 
It may well be said fin. Boulevards tre the heart of Pan 
The moat fashiomble is the Boulevard Us liahens Ihcre 
lue sees raagnificent houses ind dazzliugly d corated shop? 
^orgooualy ombeUished restaurants an 1 cafes Upon the 
I ivement or side wait were aeated hundrels of persons 
talkii g and drinking eau sua^e, or cofteo The stieet was 
thronged «ith carnages and a regiment of soldiers were 
mirthmg thioui,h it All wti life and enjoyment mingled 
so oharminglj I could have tarried there forhjuis Tie 
Bouievards are especially cho en for shops and fur hotels 

^e diove up the ^ay Bouli-v^rda to the church of La 
Madeleine. Ah ! with what joy my eyes rested upon this 
" magnificent temple to the true God." CThe arehiteeture J8_ 
noble and symmetrical. It is built after the style of the 
Parthenon, at Athens, but is much larger. The building 
stands upon a platform, about ten feet high, and is entirely 
encircled by a peristyle of Corinthian columns, sixty feet 
high, and sis in diameter. Along the walls are riches, 
wherein are placed colossal statues of the saints. Through 
the great bronze doors we entered the church. The floor is 
of marble, and paintings and statuary bewilder one with 
their beauty. Over the high altar is the exquisite statue of 
the Virgin, guarded by two angels. The light oomea from 
throe cupolas There are six chapels; each hasastatue of 
its patron saint The high altar has a group, in which the 
Magdalene ia represented as ascending to heaven, borne up 
by the wiiiga of angels It is lovely in design and execution, 
and is by Marochetti The Madeleine was coramenced in 
1763. In consequence of the revolution, the building was 
stopt. In 1808, Napoleon determined to change its dcstina- 
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tion, and make it a " iemple of glory to the grand armyV 
Upoa the restoration of the Bourbons, it was .dedicated to 
St. Madeleine, and the work commenced. It was, how- 
ever, finished by Louis Philippe, to whom Paris owes many 
of its fine n 
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CHAPTER Xlir. 

,M!/ 22d. 

A MOST agreealile aud polite gentleman, to whom we 
brought a letter, accompanied us last night to the Opera 
Cotmque. The Opera was Haidfie, the musie by Auhcr. 
Two acta occur on ship-board, and so perfect were all the ap- 
pointments, we seemed i-eallj looking upon a ship. Although 
the voices were none of them remarkable, yet the ensenAle 
produced a fine effect. The acting was admirable. Tlie 
orchestra, consisting of one hundred musicians, was delight- 
ful. 

The house is a handsome one. Nearly ail the boxes 
have a small saloon attached, where one eau call for ices by 
ringing a little bel!. There is a "Foyer," or large saloon, 
decorated with Corinthiiin pillars, and well furnished, where 
persona promenade between the acts. This is a most charm- 
ing arrangement. We met there a number of our English 
acijuaintanees, who, now that the season in London is over, 
are coming by hundreds to Paris. 

This has been a glorious day. We began it by a walk in 
the Gardens of the TuiJeries, just in front of our hotoi. 
They are of immense size, and laid out by Le Nfitre in the 
reign of Louis XIV. There are multitudes of trees growing 
so near each other that not one ray of sunlight invadea the 
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deep sliade. There are broad walks and lovely flower par- 
terres, great circular basins from whose centre spring up sliin- 
ing pillars of water. Tbere are fine statues and antiques and 
vasea. Every portion of tbe ground is filled, and perfect t,aste 
and barmony prevail in all tlie arrangements of foimtains, of 
'iiower-beds and of statuary. Tbese gardens are directly infront 
of the Palace of the Tuileries, and are open to all tbe world. 
They are constantly filled. Tbere are children with their 
nurses, young women and old ones with their pet dogs care- 
fully muaaled, well-dressed ladies, and dand jfied-looking men, 
small soldiers and tall grenadiers. Chairs are placed under 
the trceSj and rented for a few soaa. Thus many poor worlc- 
ing-woracn spend all the day here, embroidering or knitting. 
Tlio open air seems the special delight of the French people. 
Oh I how enjoyable are these pnblio gardens, free alike to 
tbe rich and the poor. 

From tbe Gardens of tbe Tuileries we pa^ed on to La 
Place de la Concorde, once called Place de la Eevoluiion, 
where the lovely Marie Antoinette perished by the guillotine 
— where Louis XVI., Madame Elizabeth, and many of the 
nobles of France met tbe f^te of the hapless queen. Swiftly 
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Egypt during tlie reign of Louis Philippe. It stood before 
the Temple at Thebes, fthere it was placed fifteen hundred 
and fi% years before the birth of our Saviour, by- the great 
Sesostris. The difficulty a.nd expense of fetching it to 
France were incredible. " Cleopatra's Needle " was also 
given to the French Government by tie Vicerey of Egypt, 
but it still remains there. The two fountains, dedicated to 
the sea and river navigation, are of vast ciroumferenoe. They 
are surrounded by tritons and nereida, who bold large dol- 
phins, whence gu^ streams of water, falling in feathery 
spray. At intervals around the " Place de la Concorde," are 
figures representing the important cities of France. Then 
there are columns,. and groups of statuary, all uniting to form 
a picture of unparalleled magnificence. 

At the Bond Pont, a fountain just at the beginning of the 
Champa Elysees, we took a carriage and drove along the avemie 
of those "Elysian Fields." We passed the Palace of In- 
dustry, now rising to its second story. It will bo an enormous 
structure. It is in the midst of a grove. We wandered for 
some time amid the trees of the Champs Elysees, and then, 
gradually ascending one mile, we came to the Are de Triumphe 
de VEtoile. This is indeed one of the grandest monuments of 
Paris. It is worthy of Napoleon, who laid the foundation, 
though it was completed by Louis Philippe. It is a single 
arch,- ninety-six feet in height, while the entire structure rises 
one hundred and sixty-two feet. The pediment, the frieze, 
and the panels, are covered by immense figures in has relief, 
representing great events in the history of France. There 
is one of War, calling the people to battle ; another of Vic- 
tory, crowning Napoleon ; another of Fame, sounding forth 
his warlike deeds to all nations. Within the arch are re- 
corded all his victories, and the names of bis generals. 
We ascended two hundred and eighty steps to the sum- 
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mit of the aroh, and thenue the viow was grandly magnificent. 
Paris was spread out beneath us Jike a chess-hoard, with all 
its columns of triumph, its nohle churches, its winding 
streets, its narrow al!ej-s, the Seine (the shadow of a river), 
with its bridges, and heyoud it the great dome of the Inva- 
lids; far away, Montmaftre and the City of the Tombs, 
Pire la, Chaise. Then the forts and encircling wails, along 
the Champs ElysSes, the gay ccjuipages en route for the Bois 
de Boulogne. 

After leaving the Arch of Triumph, wo went to the 
Chapel of St. Ferdinand, built upon the spot where the Duke 
of Orleans was hilled by a fall from liia carriage. It is a 
small building, very like a mausoleum. .The Prince was 
taken into the house of the grocer Lecordior, where he ex- 
pired in a few hours. The property was bought by the fam- 
ily, and this chapel erected. Near the altar is a marble 
group. It represents the Duke just as life is departing, 
while, kneeling at his head, is an augol, with the hands raised 
to heaven, and a divine expression of supplication in the beau- 
tiful face. This ajigel was the work of his sister, the Prin- 
cess Marie, who died some years before her hrotlier. Little 
did she imagine, when her hands were moulding this figure, 
that it would give a touching grace to his tomb. In a room 
near by there are two clocks; one was stopped at the hour 
ho foil, and the otiier at the moment of his death. On an- 
other altar is an exquisite statue of the Virgin and Child, 
and a Descent from the Cross, by Tricjuetti. In the rear of 
the altar is the very room in which he died. There is in it 
one of the most pathetic pictures I ever beheld. The paint- 
ing represents the last momenta of the Duke, He is lying 
on the kitchen-floor, his breast uncovered, and the pallor of 
death stealing over his features. His father aad famiiy are 
kneeling around him, while IVIarsLals Gerard and Soult, and 
Vol,. I.— 5 
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several ottera, stand around in deep despair. One figure of 
the mourning group touched my very heart. It was that 
of the Queen Ainelie. Her face was huried in her handker- 
chief; l™t the form, the Eaads, the attitude, were so pre- 
cisely like my own dear mother's, I could not restrain my 
tears. Thus had I peen her, bowed in the anguish of her 
Btriekcn eoul, beside the dying-bed of her own noble and 
gifted son. In the yard we saw a tree, planted by tho Count 
de Paris. It was brought from Lebanon by the Duke, and 
is one of the cedars famed in sacred history. 

From the Barri&re de VEioile wo drove to Keuilly, 
once the sumraer-palaoo of Louis Philippe. It is now an 
entire ruin, having been destroyed during the revolution 
which made the Orleans family eziles from their native land. 
Their dead only remain. 

From mournful Neuilly we continued our drive to the 
Wood of Boulogne. There, amid greon avenues and shady 
walks, we passed some hours. It was a bright nftemoon, 
and thousands of persons were out in handsome equip igcs or 
on horseback. All had a smiling, happy, and contented 
look, as though the air were champagne, and they Lad been 
drinking in deep draughts. There is really a moat exhila- 
rating effect in the atmosphere of Paris. One feels so buoy 
ant and gay-spirited — so free from care. Bulwei his said 
" There is nothing so contagious as enthusiasm wlU can I 
paraphrase the expression and exclaim, " There id noth ng 
more contagious than happiness." Thus the sunny 1 ^^ht 
upon every face seemed reflected. within our own hearts 

Returning to Paris quite lato, we dined with i lei: k nd 
friend at the Trois Freres. Tho dinner was sumptuous and 
exquisite, the wines delicious, and the fruits most excellent. 
Thfenee we went te the Frangais near by (also in tho Palais 
Koyal). This theatre has been the scene of the great tri- 
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umpta of Eaoliel. In tho graceful, elegant, and natural act- 
ing of Madeleine Brohan, we ceased, to rememlier the weari- 
ness of a long day of " aight-seeiaig." It was midnigbt, and 
tho Boulevards were losing their merry throngs, as we passed 
tlirougli them to our hotel. 

Jvly 24iA. — All this day have we spent in the Louvre, 
Its ai-ohiteotural beauty ia very great, and worthy of the 
gems it encloses. In historic as well as artistic interest, the 
Louvre is without a parallel. During the reign of Francis I. 
this palace was built, from the designs of Pierre Lescot. It 
was said Titian, the great painter, gave many suggestions to 
the monarch and to the architect. For centuries it was the 
home of the sovereigns of France. There lived the cruel 
Catherine de Medici, and the beautiful Diana de Poitiers, 
the lovely Mary, queen of Scotland, thea the happy wife of 
the French King. At one of the windows stood Charles IX. 
during the massacre of St. Bartholomew, when the blood of 
the Huguenots flowed like a dark stream beneath it. Num- 
berless bauds have toiled, and untold wealth has been lav- 
ished upon it; but unto the present Emperor, the energetic, 
tlie wise, and bold ruler of the nation, has fallen the happy 
privilege of its completion. It is a gorgeous structure, grand 
and imposing.' 

The Museums of tlie Antiques are on the ground-floor^ 
Tliere we saw the Venus de Milo, whicli, although mutilated, 
is still of exoeeding beauty. It is supposed to be tho work 
of Phidias. Passing through these rooms of the statuary of 
many countries, we came to,_the grand marble staircase, and 
thence proceeded along the Gfailery of Apoilo, to the square 
room called, I think, the " Murillo Eoom," from tlie master-, 
piece of that artist. In t!ie centre of the apartment is a 
large velvet divan. Upon this I seated myself, and was soon 
lost in the contemplation of that most admirable of all pic- 
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tures, " The CoDceptiou," by Murillo. The Virgin is i-islog 
with clasped Lands to Leaven. Tiie crescent moon is at her 
feet, while the air around seems filled with angel- children. 
But, ah ! the loveliness of the face ia beyond the wbrds of 
description. It filled my whole soul with its beautyj touch- 
ing a chord of memory which vibrated through my heart with 
a mournful cadence. The face of my child, now among the 
angels of God, was like this. The picture was brought to 
France by Marshal Soult, and, although tho Spanish Govern- 
ment offered to buy it at any price, it still remaips the gem 
of the gallery. 

In this Salon Garri are the most rare and precious 
paintings. " The Marriage of Cana," by Paul Veronese, ia 
magnificent ; it fills an entire side of the room. The " Vir- 
gin wA Child," by Carlo Dolce, the " Sleeping Venus and 
Cupid," the paintings of Titian, of Kaphael, of Oorreggio, of 
Guido EenS, and of many other of the great masters. 

From thi^ room of tteasurLi we passed into the grand 
gallery, uniting the Louvro to the Tuileries; it ia more than 
thirteen hundred feet m length and is well lighted. The 
walls are entuely cohered with pictures of aU centuries since 
the art was in wn until the present time. There arc many 
of Rubens ani Uembnndt f '^alvitor Rosa and Claude 
Lorraine ; in truth the creations of the artists of all nations 
are here tfl be seen There were many artists taking copies 
of the great pictures among them were a number of young 
girls, graceful and iretty feumo were perched midway be- 
tween the flooi and ccilmg on lirge step-ladders, and as we 
passed, looked djwn upon us with their loving dark eybs, in 
a moat attractive mi nnei 

There arc seveiil 1 rge lOoms filled entirely with the 
works of the rreuohmifltois Dav I la there in his full per- 
fection ; Napoleon is the presiding genius of all his pictures. 
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He portrays him always grand, majestic, and unequalled. 
Tbere were two exquisite pictures of Horace Veraet, " Tbo 
Departure," and " The Return." The " P.syehe " of Gferard 
was beautiful, so ctiiste and pure in conception, and perfect 
in ezecution. 

Paul -Delaroche is eminently an historical painter; 
his picture of the "Death-bed scene of Queen Elizabeth" 
is rery etrikiiig, although I preferred the Saint Cecilia 
playing upon an organ held before her by an angel. The 
eipression of the face is calm and seraphic, and the drapery 
falls around the form in folds of delicate grace. 

Eugene de la Croix is a bold and original artist; his 
" Cleopatra " is an admirable painting, also his " Dante and 
Virgil crossirg the laie which encircles the lafernal City." 

There was a splendid portrait of Napoloon the Great by 
the Baron Gros; his Battle of Eylau is magnificent. There 
is a wild, strange story told of the daughter of Baron G-ros, 
who absolutely worshiped the Apollo Belvidere. It was 
during the period of its sojourn in the gallery of the Louvre. 
She was a dreamy and enthusiastic giil, and would sit for 
hours gazing upon the peerless statue, as though she could vi- 
talize that marble bosom by the influence of her own burnimr 
and impassioned love. Each day she came with wreaths of 
flowers, which she laid at its feet. One evening she did not 
return, and when they sought her, she wjis leaning against 
the pedestal, her face hidden by her hands ; she made no 
answer to the repeated calls, and at last, upon touching her, 
they found her dead ; utterly lifeless and cold, as tho marble 
god of her adoration. Years passed by, and her father, 
honored, rich, and beloved, threw himself into the Seine. 
Thus madly perished both daughter and father. 

" The "ff reck of the Medusa," by Gericaulfc, is a fearful 
picture of suffering and despair. 
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Wo wandered througt gallery after gallery, tlie eeiliuga 
arched and painted in fresco, and perfect treasures of once 
buried art within theui ; the Etruscan vases, and adorn- 
ments, Egyptian, Assyrian, Grecian, and Roman statuettes, 
images of gods, and objects of vertii. In the centre of 
each room is a railiug, and within it an immense vase, either 
of porcelain or of Sevres china, of malechite, or of lapis 
lazuli. There are also rooms containing paintings upon 
china. In the " hall of jewels," are glass vases of precious 
stones, and the silver and gold cups used by the church 
even in the time of Charlemagne ; then the toilet mirror 
sent by the republic of Venice to Marie de Medici. 

Our friend P., who had so often told me of the glories 
of the Louvre in our far-away home, was my cicerone to the 
Imperial Museum, recently established by the order of Louis 
Napoleon. It contains many articles whicli were once worn 
by the different sovereigns ; of the great Napoleon there are 
many relics; his swords, his camp-bed, his writing-desk, his 
chair, the hat he wore at St. Helena, the cradle of the King of 
Eome, the handkerchief taken from the death-bed ; his slices, 
his clothes, bis service of silver, used in his campaigns ; all 
these articles are preserved as sacred in glass cases. There 
were fans of Marie Antoinette, jewels of Marie Louise ; mdeed 
some articles of personal use belonging to nearly all the sove- 
reigns of France. But among them all, there was not one 
relic of the good and ^acious Josephine. These treasures 
of sculpture, of painting, and of art, are open to all strangers ; 
by showing jme'a passport, free admission is given. 

After leaving the Louvre, we went into the " Place du 
Carrousel," which takes its name from the tournament held 
here by Louis XIV. in 1662. In the centre is a triumphal 
arch raised by Napoleon in 1806. It is in imitation of the 
arch of Septimus Severus at Kome, The bronze horses from 
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the Piazza of St. Mark, were once placed upon ttia arch, but 
restored to Venice by tlie allies. Within this great sijuaro 
or place, it is said more than one hundred ttousand soldiers 
oan manosuTre. It is magnificent; and the vast structure 
wiiich surrounds this area, seems as impenetrable as a fortress. 
The improTements progressing in Paris are wonderful in 
extent and variety ; in almost every direotion houses are be- 
ing torn down to widen the streets; thousands and thousands 
of men are at work in the employment of the government; 
tlioy are well-fed, and have no time for revolutions. Never 
was France more prosperous, and Louis Napoleon will soon 
be as dear to the French nation as was the great Napoleon. 
An old countess relating to me the horrors of the republic, 
the instability of all possessions, and tlie languor of commerce, 
exolaimed as though from her soul, " Thank G-od, the repub- 
lic lias ended, and we now have the strong arm of an Emperor 
to sustain us." Of course, there are many turbulent spirits 
still at work, but so truly does Louis Napoleon seem, to know 
tte interests of France and to advance them, that he will jet 
make her the greatest power of Europe. 

In the afternoon we visited the " Palais Royal," once the 
property of Louis Philippe. It wa fl t all 1 tke " Palais 
Cardinal," and was built by Hi h 1 u nud by 1 im given to 
Louis XIII. Anne of Austr a and h nfant sou Louia 
XIV. lived there. It came int the hand f the Orleans 
family through Mademoiselle de Bl wh ma ed the Duke 
of Orleans; it was given her as a dowry by her father Louis 
XIV. Philip Egalitd changed the vast gardens into shops 
and cafes. It was for a long period the home of Louis 
Philippe and his family. The portion called the "Palace" 
is now oeoupiod by Prince Jerome Bonaparte and his son 
Prince Napoleon. 

. The garden of the " Palais Royal " is surrounded by 
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gallenea, md [lantcd with flees, m tin- (cntre 11 ^ fountun, 
and miny fine statues irouod it, the houses are all of uni 
form arehitcctuie Theie is a bioad gallery under the lofty 
itrcadcs, and fiom it one looks into shops of glittering 
hrightnps?, filled with tmitaiion lewels 80 radiant, the true 
can scarcely hi. told from the fahe Then theie iie shops 
where the fruit la piled up into minnc mountains, moat 
luEiCious and beautilul, then fishes of all descriptions, ind 
giant lobhieia, and their miniatures, crawfish stupendous 
crabs, like those seen m the foasil remains of the antediluviali 
wjrld Beyond this gallery, hundreds of chairs are placed, 
ind tiblei wheiL gioups are lifting tikin^ ices 01 eoftee 
The ba 1 wa pi j n<r, a,nd crowds of people were thronging 
m, some t In (f m the ' Palais £03 al ire the most 
fimou t u ant ) oine on pleasure bent,' md many to 
wateh th g mb 1 f their children, ■mho were rolling hoops 
or jun ] Dg th p There was an air of enjoyment, of 
self-c nt nt ah ut ry one, which was delightftiL 

Galleries roofed over with glass are very nnmerous. 
They are well paved with square atones, and have small shops 
on eaeh side, tended by neatly dressed sbopwomen, very 
smiling and attractive. These galleries are a charming 
promenade in wet weather, and in winter are warmed, there- 
by affording comfort to thousands of poor wretches, who are 
without firewood at home. When all the lamps were lighted 
the effect was brilliant. 

The gardena and the cafes have been for many ages the 
favorite resort of politicians. The Club of Jacobins were 
wont to meet here ; likewise those of the Girondists, and 
the Dantonists. We ended our day by a dinner at Very\ 
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Jidy 2Blh. 
We Spent some lioura in the grand and magnificent Cathe- 
dral of " Notre Dame de Paris," wlioae history ia intei-wovea 
with the greatest events of Parisian life, since the daya of 
Julius Cteaar. " The Pariaiaci " were supposed to have 
.erected upon this spot an altar to Jupiter, \^hieh v/aa cast, 
down by tlie early Christians in the reign of Valentinian I. 
St. Stephen built a ohureh here about 365. 

Victor Hugo, in his " Notre Dame de Pai'is," haa given 
an admirable description of the sculptured figures on the 
Grand Portal There are two towers of great height. The 
architecture ia Grothio, and its size stupendous. The view 
upon first entering the Cathedral is surpassingly fine. Tho 
vaulted roof is sustained by numerous pillars, and a perfect 
harmony of efieet pervades the whole sanetnary. Beneath 
the side aisles the ceiling is of azure, studded with golden 
stars. There are fine paintings and noble etatuea. Near 
tho grand altar are twelve pictures representing scenes 
in the life of our Saviour. They are said to be of great 
value. In front of the altar is a st-ar ia the marble pave- 
ment. It marks the spot where stood Napoleon and Jose- 
phine at their eorouation. The walia of " Notre Dame " then 
ToL. 1.-5''' 
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resounded with the song of triuiiiph, and never hcfore had 
Paris beheld a spectacle of such matchless splendor. For 
ton centuries no monarch had ever been crowned by the 
Pope of Eorae. Even Charlemagne went to Rome to re- 
ceive the crown. But, for Kapolion, (whose will was as 
resistless as the inevitable,) his Holiness came to Paris. At 
the same altar too, only a few months ago, was the marriage 
ceremony of Louis Napol6on and the lovely Eugenie. 

In one of the side chapels are preserved the coronation 
robes of Napoleon the Great, also those worn upon that 
occasion by the Pope. They showed us likewise the robes 
and decorations of the Cardinals and Bishops when the body 
of the Emperor was brought from St. Helena, and laid in 
the chapel of the " Hotel des Invalids." They are all of 
black velvet, most gorgeously embroidered with silver. 

Near the Cathedral we were pointed out the site of the 
Bishop's Palace, which was destroyed in 184S, soon after the 
mob had murdered the Bishop of Paris in the streets. The 
" HStel Dieu," the moat ancient hospital in the city, is just 
across the river. Philip Augustus endowed this institu- 
tion, and gave it the name of " House of God." 

As we drove away we passed the " Morgue," a dark, 
plain edifice, near the bank of the Seine. Sad emotions 
possessed us as we looked upon this dread and last refuge of 
the gftilty, the broken-hearted, and the l)etrayed. Upon 
stone tables the bodies are laid, and a small stream of water, 
like a bright thread, constantly falls upon them. The 
clothes are hung near them, by which means they are often 
recognized. There were at our visit three victims to " in- 
exorable fate." One was a woman, whose thm, meagre 
form told of poverty and despair — another a strong man, 
with his death-wound upon the broad breast. The other was 
a youth, with delicate limbs and small hands. All had been 
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fa lied 01 1 of tl c S ine that morning, and none had yet 
c me to seel, ni tj cl im tliem. They told me sevm or 
eieht weie the wiual number brought there each day. A 
fLehng of siseh deep tlo m bung around me for hours after- 
1V1 ds that I tl ily regretted having made this fearful 
M rgue ont, of the ^hti of Paris." 

We crossed the " Pont Neuf," a splendid bridge over the 
Seine. Upon it is tbc statue of Henry IV. This statue 
is deemed the finest iu Paris. It is fourteen feet high, and is 
adorned on the sides of tho pedestal with bas reliefs. These 
portray events in the life of the King. The view of Paris 
from this bridge is very remarkable. Great stone embank- 
ments are built up to the level of the city, between wbich 
flows the diminutive river. On each side of the banks are 
paved " quays.' Then in every direction are the " monu- 
ments" of the city; the green forcsta of the Tnileries; the 
beautiful " Champs Elysees," and the glorious " Place de la 
Concorde." 

The Pont Neuf passes over the end of an island in the 
Seine, called " He de la Cit(5." This is a quiet, quaint old 
portion of Paris. Along the quays we drove past the " Halle 
aus Vins," {the wine n k ) wl 11 wines are kept. It 

is divided into streets, m 1 f h various wines. The 
buildings are very num d rrounded by au iron 

railing, within which a h f& 1 counting-rooms of 

the merchants. Eeyonl 1 k we came to the 

Jardin des Plants — L XIII established this gar- 
den, in 1635. It is of dim n and is planted with 
trees, in great avenues Th is a "Menagerie," contain- 
ing animals from the fo q f he globe. There are 
dens for the lions, and other ferocious beasts, small huts for 
the more gentle species, surrounded with an enclosure of wire, 
wherein are planted shrubs and trees. There is a large 
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stone buildiog for the monkeys, with a circular space in 
front, covered over with, a network of wire. Around this 
hundreds of people (for it was a ftte day) were gathered, 
laughing with delight at the gamhola of the monhejs, who 
went through a variety of onrioua performances. One more 
gifted than the rest, after looting very cunningly upon the 
audience, climbed to the top of the pavilion and rang a boll, 
whereupon shouts rent the aic, and fruit was held out to re- 
ward him, when he sprang down and accepted it in a 
dignified manner. 

In a largo circular building are the elephants, giraffes, 
and the enoi-raous hippopotamus from the Nile. Although 
he was in his bath, he came forth at the call of the keeper, 
and displayed himself to us. There wore several majestic 
lions and lionesses, many fearful- looking tigers and hyenas, 
South and North American eagles, gentle gazelles, and timid 
deer. Of birds, there were endless varieties — of snakes, 
of turtles and tortoise. In a deep pit, surmounted by an iron 
railing, were polar bears, pacing to and fro incessantly ; they 
seemed less content than the other ammals. In a Bmall en- 
closure, overshadowed by noble trees, were a number of 
ostriches, seemingly as content as though in their own sandy 
deserts. 

The Botanical Gardens are exceedingly fine, and the con- 
servatories of vast dimensions, and filled with exquisite trop- 
ical flowers and plants; among them the palm trees, as luxu- 
riant as those of Cuba. 

We merely glanced at the Gallery of Comparative Anat- 
omy, rendered so celebrated by the labor of Cuvier, then on 
through the rooms with the preserved specimens of zoology, 
to those containing the specimens of mineralogy and geology. 
The quarts crystal, presented by Napoleon, while be was 
with the army in Italy, is beautiful. 
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Tlie Library is very extensive and rich, not only in books, 
but in original drawings upon velium. 

After seeing all tbe wonders of the gardena, we walked 
for some time beneath the great avenues, and lingered near 
the " Oedar of Lebanon," which was planted hero in 1734. 
It has great wide -spreading branches, making a deep shade 
beneath them. 

At night we went to a concert at the " Jardin d'Hiver," 
(tlie Winter Garden.) This is an immense structure of glass 
and iron, most tastefully arranged. . There is a perfect forest 
of tropical trees and flowers. Large orange trees, in full 
blossom, gave out a delicious perfume, while the broad-leafed 
banana, the cactus, the yucca, and the palm tree, were green- 
ly luxuriant. There were grottoes, and fountains, cool lake- 
lets, and aviaries filled with bright-hued birds. Where 
wood-work was necessary in the formation of the building, it 
was hidden by giant mirrors, whose frames were covered by 
creeping plants. Throughout the garden, there was a soft, 
subdued light, though the concert-room was blazing with 
multitudes of. fantastically- shaped gas-burners. 

The music was not very charming, so we preferred wan- 
dering amid the rich and rare exotics. 

July 26(A. — At early morning we entered the " city of 
the dead," Ptre la Chaise, with its streets, sijnares, and av&- 
nue« Tor one mile ere we reached it, the way was lined on 
uthii side by shops with wreaths of " Immortelles," and 
^inall plasfei figures to place on the tombs. The cemetery 
tikes its name from PSre la Chaise, who was Confessor to 
L"uis XIV , ind occupied a religious house of the Jesuits, 
b lilt upon the '.ummit of the hiU. By the order of Napoleon 
it was converted into a burial-place, and the grounds laid 
out by Brongniart. It is planted with cypress trees, and 
flowering shrubs. Many of the tombs are like miniature 
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obapels. There are altars, ancl witlim them paintings, lamps, 
and sacred relics. A grated door reveals the interior. Then 
there are obelislra, iiraSj columns, mausoleums, and temples. 
An iron railing encircles them, wherein are growing heautifui. 
flowers. 

Leaving the principal avenue, we came to the tomb of 
" Ahelard and Heloise," formed out of the ruins of the 
" Ahhey Paraclete," where AbSlard was abbot. It is an 
arched roof, sustained by pillars. Under it the forms of the 
two lovers are lying, side by side, more happy in that sculp- 
tured repose, than in their burning and ttunaltuous life. 
Wreaths and flowers were in abundance upon their resting- 
place. How truly docs this manifest that love, of all pas- 
sions, awakens the deepest sympathy in every heart, and is 
thus held sacred through all the " changes and chances of 

A long walk, almost like a gallery of statuary, contains 
the monuments of Napoleon's brave generals— Oambeceres, 
Massena, Suchet, Junot, Deorea, Monge, Foy, Le Febvre ; 
but for the gallant and ill-fated Ney there was no urn or col- 
umn to mark his resting-placo on earth, — the spot is enclosed, 
and a few flowers are bloommg within it. 

Passing on, we eame to the tombs of La Fontaine and 
of Moliere, then of Talma, of Kacine, of Mme, de Genlis, of 
Bellini, of Casimir Perier, and of Bernardin St. Pierre. At 
every step we looked upon the tomb of some poet, warrior, 
orator, or historian. There is a magnificent mausoleum of 
the Princess Demidoff. Although so grand, it had a lonely 
look about it, for not one wreath or flower was placed upon 
the marble columns. 

We were especially interested in a nameless monument, 
of faultless grace and csecution. Around it was an es- 
quieite little garden of rare flowers, and wreaths and crowns 
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of immortelles were hangirg within it. Wiioge was it ? None 
could tell. No name revealed who slept beneath. The 
flowers were tended, and the wreatlia brought there by the 
gardener, who was liberally paid for his services. 

From the summit of the hill, near the chapel, is' a glori- 
ous view of Paris, with its domes, its flpires, its arches, its 
columns of triumph, stretching far away, till lost in the dim 
distance. 

From the''gorgeous monuments of the rich, the gifted, 
and the noble, we came to tho burial-place of the poor. It 
was on the aide of the hill, and so thronged was this last rest- 
ing-place, that only a few inches were permitted between 
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of solitai-y grief; no quiet dells, where the troubled spirit 
can sigh to rest forever. These, and many other charms of 
uature, both " Greenwood " and " Mount Aubura " possess. 
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but m this "NtGropolia" are the pride and the glory of 
the world, IingPiiog even, in the " valley of death." 

The long ■visit to " Pire la Chaise " rendered me quite 
uD^uited to the gay tumult of Paris life, so we spent the 
evening quietly and sadly in our own apartments. 



and to-night, the fountain of sorrow ia welling ap its bitter 
waters ; wave after wave of anguish is sweeping over ray soul. 

' Grief treads heavily, aad leaves behind 
A deep impression, e'en when it departs ; 
While joy trips by, with steps as light aa wind. 
And acafOely makes one trace upon oar hearts." 

We went thia morning to tho " H6tel de Cluny," and 
the " Musee des Thennes," which are now united into one 
institutioD. Tho " Palaia des Thermea " was once the resi- 
dence of the Emperor Julian, and the " Hotel de Oluny " 
waa built near it, by an abbot of that name, in 1480. It has 
been variously occupied, once by King James, of Scotland, 
then by the Cardinal of Lorraine. Afterwards a troupe of 
comedians purobased it. Marat held his meetings there; and 
at last it became the property of Sommeraid, an enthusias- 
tic antiijuarian, who formed a valuable collection of the 
objects of art in the middle ages. The government bought 
it from hia heirs, and made it a " Museum of National Anti- 
quities." There were wonderful curiosities in elaborate 
carving, of ebony: The buffets and wardrobes were numer- 
ous, and most exquisitely wrought. Many articles of furni- 
ture, used in those ages, have been gathered here. We 
saw the bed of Francis I. It is not a repose-inTiting couch. 
Then we also saw the beds of many great cardinals, and of 
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princes. There are paintings, religious ornaments, and 
tapestry portraying the history of David and Eathsteba ; 
also many objects belonging to tte toilette. Under 
the " Palais des Thermos," k the oldest monument of 
Paris. It is the "frigidrium," or the chamber for the cold 
hatha. There is a curious chapel m tne Ilotcl of Cluny. 
The ceiling is sustained by a round pdlar Cio-^ses and altar 
pieces are seen there. 

From this turrcted old buildmg we diore to La, Bourse. 
This IS a magnificent ediS.oo for the meeting of raerobants, 
and tor tlie transactions in the funds. It is almost square, 
an! 13 entitely surrounded by Corinthian columns. The 
Salle de KBourse " is an immense room ; the stockbrokers 
md mercl ants assemble there. We went up in the gallery 
ihove, and looked down upon the vast throng. Every one 
seemed to be speaking and gesticulating at once, and the 
roar of the voices in that vaulted room was like the rushing 
sound of some great cataract. Par beyond " La Bourse " 
we heard it. Fortunes are made and lost within its walls. 
When the affairs of the day are endecl, the result is struck 
off, and men walk through the -streets, a 
de la Bourse," " Cours de la Bourse." 
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Erom the Eoisy and tumultuous " Boui'sc," we passed over 
the Seine to tlie Palace of the Liisemliourg, which bears 
upon a marble tablet thia inscription : "Falaisdela Cham- 
ire des Fairs" 

The Luxembourg was built by the orders of Marie do 
Medio!, to resemble as much as possible the Pitti Palace of 
her native Plorence. It is a noble and magnificent edifice 
and rich within from its picture-galleries, its statues, and its 
frescoes. The rooms are iofty and gorgeously gilded speci- 
mens of the " Renaissance " style. Uubens paiated scenes 
descriptive of the entire life of Marie do Medici, at least 
of her life of triumph ; (for the last closing scene, in the dim, 
dart garret, is not recorded.) These pictures, however, were 
removed to the Louvre. But in the bedchamber of Marie 
de Medici, there is a painting upon the ceiling by Rubens, of 
the Queen. This chamber is superbly decorated. Near it 
is a chapel, remarlcable only for a statue of Eenelon. 

The " Salle do Seances," or the Chamber of Peers, (when 
France possessed them) is a splendid room. The galleries of 
pictures of the modern school, by Veraet, by Delaroche, 
by Eoqueplan, and others, arc effective and brilliant. Those 
of Vernet revel in all the glories of the campaigns of Mapo- 
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leon. Aa admirable writer has styled Lis era tte " Modem 
Iliad." 

The Luxembourg awakened many historical memories, 
most pleasant to dwell upon. It was there the brave Mme. 
Boland uttered many a solemn truth ; there Mme. Tallien, 
in whose faultless form and face neither sculptor nor painter 
could find one defect, was wont to hold her court ; and Miue. 
Josephine de Beauharnals often wandered amid these lovely 
gardens, where the fountains threw up sparkling columns, aud 
the graceful statues seem to play " hide and seek " amid the 
luxuriant trees. 

Prom the Luxembourg wo went to the Pantheon. This 
building was intended to be a kind of " Westminster Abbey," 
a plaee for the burial of the illustrious dead ; hence the in- 
scription, beneath the figure of France, " A gi-ateful Country 
to its Great Men." The interior is very fine. The dome 
was painted by Baron Gros. It represents the nionareha 
of France rendering homage to Saint Genevieve, the patron 
saint of Paris. In the crypt, or vaults beneath, are the tomba 
of VoUaire and JRousseau, and of many other distinguished 

In our drives we often passed the tower ef " St. Jacc[nes 
de laBoneherie." Upon that spot there was once a church 
of the same name. It was destroyed in the days of the revo- 
lution. The tower is very high, and of elegant proportions. 
Not far from this relio of (itothic arehiteoture, is the H&tel 
de Ville. This is the Mansion House, or Municipal Hall 
of Paris, where the " Prefect de la Seine " resides, and where 
the authorities give their grand entertainments. It is upon 
the " Place de la Gieve," famous in the " Eeign of Terror " 
for the cruel murders committed there. 

The " H6tel de Ville " is a large building with towers 
and turrets ; the exterior Is not striking, but the interior is 
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splendid. There are several courts, or vestiliulea ; that of 
Louia XIV. is magnificent. The staircases are of marhle, and 
many of the rooms are exceedingly gorgeous — above all, the 
ball-room ; it has Coriathian pillars, with gilt capitals and 
eomioes ; the ceiling is painted in fresco, and the furniture 
is esceediiigly rich. Then the " Throne-Boom " is immense, 
and superbly decorated ; there Hobespierre held his court, 
and at one of its windows the good La Payette presented 
Louis Philippe to the people iu 1830. Poor Louis XVI,, too, 
was compelled to appear at another window with a liberty cap 
upon bis bead, in the days of the Eevolution. Thus this 
noble apartment may be styled " The Historical Chamber." 
There are a great number of rooms, all spacious, and orna- 
mented with paintings, rich hangings, and statuary. 

Among the many delightful " spooialit^s " of Paris is 
the Flower-Market, in the Place de la Madeleine, just near 
the noble cburch. In our walks and drives, we often stopped 
to admire the variety of flowers. The merchants were all 
women, seated near their fragrant wealth, and urging every 
one to buy. There were quantities of flowers growing in jars 
and vases, and multitudes of bouquets, which the vendors 
were twining and tying up most tastefully. 

Ihe^nale of our day was a visit, with a party of friends, 
to the Opera Gomique, to hear " L'Ambassadrice." Caroline 
Duprfes sustained the principal rflle. She has a sweet though 
not a powerful voice. But the mise en scene, the appoint- 
ments of the piece, were admirable. The instant the curtain 
falls, numerous criers of the evening journals scream out in 
the most ear-piercing tones, " La Presse ! " " La Patrie ! " 
" L'Entre-Acte." Those who remain in their seats purchase 
a paper, and quietly read it. The others seek the " Foyer," 
where they meet groups of fticnda, cat ices, or drink eau 
sucrSs, until the warning bell recalls them to the music 
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There they seem perfectly absorbed in it ; for not a whisper 
is heard duriDjr the performance. 

July 27th. — "We spent some iiours of the morning in the 
Palace of tho Tuileries, which was begun by Catherine de 
Medici, in 1564, but never completed, in conaeqiuence of the 
prediction of an astrologer, who bade hor "Beware of that 
portion of Paris." 

Henry IV. continued the building. All the kings who 
came after him made additions and improvemente. During 
tho EcYolution fearful scenes were enacted there. The 
Palace is more remarkable for its great length and breadth, 
than for any peculiar architectural beauty. The roofs and 
chimneys are very high. 

We entered by the Pavilion of Flora^ and passed en- 
tirely through the various saloons and private apartments. 
There were many fine paintings of the modern stylo, curious 
ornaments, mosaic tables, immense clocks, lustres of rock- 
crystal ind esi^ui'site vases of Sev re-J china The " P ivilion 
de I'HoiIoge is ex eedmgl; spacious Within it is (he 
SaUe des Marechaur Iiom this wo came to tht, Gollory 
of Lou 8 Philippe which is U'sed as a ball room It it 
very elegant and gorgeously f inishel The m rrors lie of 
wondrous siae Theie is a handsome theatre m the Palice 
The ' throne room is hung with crimson and gtid and 
contains miny trcphiea and hno jiotures Tho view of the 
gardens of the Tuikiies frim the fiont windows of the 
Palace is chiiniing A broad venue leida up to the Pla e 
dsla. Concmde while lovely puteircb of flowers aro dueotly 
in front On evtrj side ire gioups of stituary in IronzL 
and in marble. Many of them are copies of the world-re- 
nowned creations of the old sculptors. Tho grounds are di- 
vided from the Mue Rivoli by an iron railing. As we lived 
near the Tuileries, I went every day to walk in the beautiful 



,1 Google 



118 SOUTEHIES OF TKAVEL. 

gardens. It was a doliglit to watch the throng of happy 
children, playing heneath the leafy shades. From" early 
morning until the night came, there was always a ci-owd. 

From the " Palace of the Kings " we drove to the " H3- 
tel des Invalides," where' we saw multitudes of war-worn 
veterans seated on the long stone henohes in the terrace, near 
which were the cannon taken in battle. This admirable in- 
stitution was foanded by Louis XIV., in 1670. It is of vast 
length, and covers many acres of ground A one nrmed 
soldier was our guide through th H6t 1 I th L b 
we saw the painting of " Nap 1 g th H t St 

Bernard." It is a splendid p t w k g m t f 

intense admiration for the her g I 

As we had a special pernii w w bl 1 t vi t 

the Tomh of Napoleon. Th mm 1 t ly d tl 

great dome It i? a crypt, i w! h II b 1 1 d th 
cophigui contaming his body. Th ypt ul w th 

gallery sni rounding it, pav d h bl Th 

twehe colo'ieal Caryatides, whh jptt Thy j 
sent War, the Aits and Scien d L It D th 

around the tomb ot red porphyry are has rehefs, portM,ying 
the most important events in the life of the Emperor Just 
beyond this is a magnificent altar of bhci, marbli> Then 
comes the church, filled with the hanneii taken fiom the 
enemy. There arc also within it many monumf nts 

We passed around the gallery oveilookm^i the porphyrj 
sarcophagus, until we came to a small grited dooi, where ^n 
old maimed soldier was standing. Upon laismg a cnrtam 
we saw a dimly-lighted room, in whose eentie wah the coffin 
containing the body of Napoleon. It was covered by a black 
velvet pall, upon which were placed his sword and hat; 
around the walls hung many other articles made sacred 
from once having been his. The remains are kept here, 
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and carefully guarded by his old soldiers, tmtil the tomb 
shall be fiuiahed. No Koman JEmperor had ever a more 
magnificent sepulchre ; it will be worthy of the great Napo- 
I60H, and ec[ual to the adoration with which the French 
nation regard this wonderful man. The old Teteran told 
«3 lie had been with Uie Emperor in nearly all his battles. 
In one he bad lost a leg, in another an arm. How radiant 
grew his aged face as lie related some of the thrilling scenes 
of those days. 

From the " H6tel des Invalides," we drove to the " Place 
de la Eaatile." Upon the site of that awe-inspiring prison has 
arisen the " Column of July," erected by Louis Philippe to 
the memory of those who fell during the three days of July, 
1830. Its height is about a hundred and sixty feet ; npon 
tJio summit is a gilt globe, and on it stands a most gi-aoeful 
figure with wings expanded, a torch in one hand, and a 
broken chain in the other. It represents the " Genius of 
Liberty; " the broken .chain is symbolic of the destruction 
of tyranny, and the torch signifies -" light to the whole 
world." 

As it was a fete day, we went down to Saint Cloud, 
by the railway, and spent a few hours amid the beautiful 
grounds which encircle this delightful palace. , Its situation 
is charming, on a high hill, overlooking Paris, and the sur- 
rounding country, for many miles. It was the much-loved 
residence of Josephine, also of the ill-fated Marie Antoinette. 
It was there Henry III. waa killed by Clement m 1589. 
Various historical events of importance have ocouiTed within 
its walls. The crowd was immense; the avenues and walks 
wore filled with a happy, merry people : they seemed charmed 
with trifles, and in ecstasies with a party of tumblers, who 
had improvised a theatre beneath the lofty trees. 

Eeturaing to Paris, we dined at the Maison Dor^e, in 



,1 Google 



120 SOUVENIES OF TEATEL. 

the Boulevard dea Italiens. Tliis is a most gorgeously dee- 
orated restaurant. Our dinner was the perfection of the 
French cuisine. After it we had a long walk upon the 
Champs Kijsees, which were brilliant with the splendid 
ec[uipage3 of the nobility, and the gay toilettes of the ■women. 
It ia impossible to imagine a more bright and joyous scene, 
than these promenades of a Sunday or of a fete day. We 
lep night, hut there was no darkness, the 
e 80 numerous, all was sn ridiant with Hglit 
There were theatres alfresco, where the smgeis weie render 
ing the music of the opera ; then a kind of giant windmill oi 
merry go-round where persons were seated m Gais., and many 
dgwdnh thy were whirlm^ lound ind round 

at f p ce m ly as much euchauted as though 

m u ted upon n A h steed. There weie, too im 
p npt b 11 m in ert-rooms, panoramis of great 
b ttl al t u nts thick as the leties in Viillam 
b Th ! J yment was so contagious, I found 

my If 1 u h g ly the crowd, at the performance 

f 1 w th I ttl t just in front of us. 

Pans 13 certainly wonderful, and mirth-provoking; it is 
entirely unique, and every iuhabitant is a study. Not far 
from us were seated two workmen by a little table, upoa 
which was placed a piece of dark bread, and a bottle of 
claret; there was such an air of self-content about them, 
that we watched their movements ; no Emperor of E.omo 
could have appeared more satisfied with existence than these 
two laborers. When they had finished their repast, one 
called for his hill with a loud voice, and opening a package, 
took out a few soMs, and paid them to the waiter; then 
lighted his pipe and waited away with the look of most en- 
tire happiness. 

Beyond the gay tumult of the Champs Elys6ea (which 
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is particularly great near the aTCnuea), there are more quiet 
and lovely walka, where one never meets a throng. Gardens 
and lofty trees, aaid open squares, with a rich greensward — 
elegant houses and arbors 'mid the clustering vines, " invite 
a long delay." The delicious fonntains of the " Rond Pont " 
Tvere throwing up their sparkling waters as we passed into 
the " Place de la Concorde." I never crossed it, and looked 
upon its splendor, that the thought of Marie Antoinette did 
not come between me and its brightness, and Charlotte Cor- 
day too, that brare enthusiast, was often in my mind. 

Now, we have passed through the gardens of the Tuil- 
cries, and are once more m our own parlor, not tfl rest, but 
to prepare for a " pleasure trip " through Belgium, and up 
the Rhine. We have bees near two weeks in Paris. As 
those persons to whom we brought letters were absent from 
the city, at their chateaux, or at the watering places, we 
determined to devote our time to seeing all the monuments 
of Paris — to visiting the galleries, gardens, and theatres. 
Incessantly have we been occupied — delightfully so, however. 
At dawn we shall away to other scenes of interest, and as the 
numerous clocks (every room has one} have long ago chimed 
out the midnight, I must throw aside my peo, and seek a 
short repose. 

Vol. I.— 6 
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At six we left Paris. The morEing was serenely bright, 
aud the country through which we passed, fertile and flour- 
ishing. We soon came to Pontoise, where Blanche, of Oas- 
tile, was buried in 1252 ; then to lie Adam, famed aa the 
dwelling-place of the Fleur de Marie of the " Mysteries oE 
Paris." After entering the valley of the Oise, we saw the long 
village of Champoffne, a name so well known to the entire 
world from its wine. The vines are suffered to climh up the 
trees ; thence they ware in great festoons. They are cot 
clipt as is all the other vineyards of the valley. Next wo 
saw Oreil, which onee contained tie prison of Charles VI., 
and Clermont, with its church, built ia the tenth century ; 
thea Amiens, with its grand old cathedral, and its memories 
of the "Peace of Amiens;" and successively An-as, the 
birth-place of Eobespierre ; Douai, with its immense church 
and lofty tower ; Valenciennes, celebrated for its exquisite 
lace ; Lille, renowned for its Palace of RWheljourg., built in 
1430 ; and Tmimay, for its ancient cathedral. There we 
crossed the Scheldt, and by five o'clock were at Brussels, in 
most delightful apartments m. the " Belle Vue." 

As scon as wo diued we walked out to see the city, which 
is really worthy of being called " a second Paris" — a minia- 
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ture resemblance of the enchanting original. The houses are 
huilt in the same stjJe. The elegant shops are furnislied 
alike, and the Freucii language spoken every where, although 
Flemish ia the native tongue. 

The Pai'k is a lovely spot, shaded by immense ti'ees, said 
to be a portion of the virgin forest. Tliere are avenues and 
gieen banks of turf — sheltered walks and fountains. A hand 
of musio wag playing in a pavilion, and throngs of gayly drest 
women and robust-looking men were sauntering beneath the 
" leafy shades." 

The " Hotel do Vilio " is a £no spooiraen of the Gfothie 
architecture. The statue of the bold crusader, Godfrey de 
Bouillon, ornaments the "Place Eoyale," The "Hall of 
Deputies " has a great staircase of Uelgian marble, and a 
handsome saloon for the naeeticgs of the llepresentativea. 
The " King's Palace " is a spacious building, superbly fur- 
nished. We found our promenade so agreeable, that dark 
night was around us, ere we returned to our hotel. 

Ai ihe Inn, on the Field of Waterloo, August 2d. — 
In the early morning light we left Brussels, and drove rapidly 
in a stage-coach along the highway made by Napoleon, We 
passed the forest of Soignes, and were soon accompanied by 
m escort of beggars, who, to attract our special attention, 
ruade wheels of their hands and feet, and rolled around like 
t. velocipede. We were thus followed when iu motion, but 
it the stopping places a circle of frightful objects, " lame, 
uaimed, and blind," beset us with their pitiable entreaties 
or charity. 

Once upon the "Field of Waterloo," we could not escape 
. horde of guides, English and French. The former insist- 
d they alone could give a true history of the battle, while 
he latter protested the English were too boastful to do jus- 
Ice to the great Emperor. They almost camo to blows who 
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should possess our important patronage. 

compelled to compromise the matter hj taking two, thus 

heariog the versioa of each side. 

The plaia ia very level, and is covered with rich, waving 
fields of grain. The growth of wheat, the guide told me, was 
particularly luxuriant over the places where the bodies of 
the soldiers were buried. The " Chateau of Hougoumont " 
still remains in a shattered condition, and the farm of " La 
Haye Sainte." Several other houses, bearing the impress of 
the bullets, are yet preserved. The mound of the " Belgio 
Lion " is a pyraanid of earth raised over the remains of 
friends and foes. It is about two hundred feet high, and has 
a flight of steps leading to the summit, upon which is placed 

After walking for several miles over the fields, and listen- 
ing to the description of the battle from both guides, of which 
we must confess we understood but little, not beiiig especially 
veiled in military taoties, we sought the shelter of a small 
dwelling, wherein the owner had gathered many relics of the 
fight. Ih the quiet little porch, shaded by rose-vines and 
fragrant honeys uciles, I am now writing, while the rest of 
the party are examining rusty swords and death-dealing bul- 
lets. It was a balmy, delicious day, and the wind came ovei' 
the fields of grain, giving them the undulating wave of the 
great ocean. A deep calmness and silence prevailed. 

" Gentle nature still pnrBued 

Her quiet course, os if slie took no care 

For what her noblest work had suffered there." 

As soon as the carriage eame, and our purchases of eagles 
buttons, and other relics from the venders, who clusterec 
around us like bees, were completed, we left the battle-field 
attended by the same human whirligigs, and entreated 
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wherever we changccl horses, by the aime plaiative voices, 
" For the loye of the lilessed Virgin, charity " Returning 
to Brussels, we dined at a most Biimptuou'' table d'hote at 
the Belle Vue, and thea proceeded to the chuich of Saint 
Gudule, built in 1435. The painted glass of the windows is 
very beautiful Sereral are by Weyde, done in the sixteenth 
century. There aro moniimeata, paintings on canvas, and 
tapestry, woven most esquisitely. The pulpit is a great 
cariosity. . It is entirely of oak, carved in an elaborate man- 
ner. It is sustained by the figures of Adam and Eve, and 
the angel with the flaming sword. The serpent supports the 
canopy, while above its head is the Virgin Mary, holding the 
infant Christ, and bruising the serpent's head with the cross. 

We visited several galleries of pictures, where we saw 
many fine paintings by Rubens, Rembrandt, and Jan Steen. 
In a private pahce belonging to one of the descendants of 
the Spanish Princes, we were delighted with a Murillo, rich, 
and glowing with the peculiar light he ever throws around 
his pictures. Then there was an admirable Velasquez. The 
walls of some of the rooms were covered with Spanish leather, 
gorgeously gilt Nearly all the windows upon the streets 
have small mirrors hanging out. They are so arranged that 
those within can see reflected all passing without, while they 
are perfectly invisible. The library founded by the Dake of 
Burgundy contains manuscripts of great value. 

In the Palace of Justice we saw the room where Charles 
the Pifth abdicated in favor of Philip the Second; and, 
crossing the square, we looked upon the spot where Horii 
and Egmont were beheaded by the cruel Duke of Alba. 

We nest visited the manufactory of lace, for whieb 
Brussels is so remarkable. It is made in largo rooms by 
the hands of women, who form each sprig, tendrO, bud, and 
leaf separately, and then they are sewed on to the plain net, 
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In one room there were about twenty females, witL hirge 
cushions on, their knees, over wHoh they were bending. 
Upon these were multitudes of Email needles, to which they 
fastened the thread, as they wove it into leaves or flowers. 
It is a most difScult and tedious labor, excessively painful 
from the eonstrained attitude tho women are eompeHed to 
maintain. Poor creatures, how we pitied them 1 They all 
had an unhealthy, pallid appearance. In the show-room we 
saw some wonders of delicate workmanship. Ona flounce 
alone was worth one thousand dollars, and a bridal veil was 
valued at fifteen hundred. As I looked at the beautiful 
tracery upon the lace, like the spider's web when the morn- 
ing dew has left its embroidery of minute pearls, I thought 
of the weary fingers and the aching eyes which had toiled 
over it. 

From the manufactory wo drove to the " Allee Verte," 
a most delightful road, very wide, wifb large trees overhang- 
ing it with their spreading branches. It runs just along the 
bank of the canal which leads to Mecklin. This is the 
" Hyde Park " or " Bois de Boulogne " of Brussels, where 
all the fashion of the Belgian capital take their evening 
drives. This charming " A116e Verte " was spared by Mar- 
shal Sase when he besieged the oity in 1746. The women 
of Brussels all joined in supplications that it might not bo 
destroyed, and Saxe most gallantly granted their request. 
Barely have I spent two more enchanting hours than during 
our pleasant drive. As we were returning we passed the 
Botanic Gardens. They are extensive and tastefully ar- 
ranged. At night the Park was illuminated for some l^te, 
and a merry crowd filled it until a late hour. 

August 3d. — At dawn we were up and away for Cologne. 
As we drove to the station we saw the house where the 
Duehess of Eichraond gave her grand ball on the eve of th< 
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Battle of Waterloo. Wellington and many of Lis officevs 
were present. Wliat a eoutrast was the succeeding night of 
carnage and death 1 

A few miles from Brussels we passed the Palace of 
Laeken. The gardens and parks are of vast extent. In 
the cemetery of Laeken, Madame Malihran is buried. Her 
body was brought from Manchester. There is on the tomb, 
or ucar it, a marble statue of her. 

The first important town near which the railway passed 
after leaving Brussels was Malines, or Mecklin. It has 
many historical associations, as there Charles the Bold 
foanded the Imperial Chamber in 1473. But a more touch 
iag interest lingers about it from Bulwcr's "Story of the 
Heart." Malines was the home of the faithful Lucille. 

At Fe ch w drawn up by a stationary engine to 

the summ t f hi! whence we had a most exquisite view. 
The V II y ft! M se is exceedingly picturesque, and the 
city of L ^ w th t upolas, domes, and towers, presents a 
fine pi f mm ce and prosperity. In Liege, Walter 

Scott 1 y tb n f Quentia Durward. It appears to be 
a great manufacturing town. 

From thence we passed many flourisbing villages, and 
stopped at Aix-lorChapeUe, in Prussia, the birth-place of 
Charlemague, and also containing his tomb. It is celebrated 
for its springs, and crowds flock thither each year. The 
Cathedi-al has many precious relics, which are exhibited only 
once in seven years, when pilgrims by thousands assemble to 
look upon them. Among the most sacred are a lock of the 
Virgin's hair, and a nail from the true cross. 

The railway continues through a fertile country, passing 
many tunnels cut through the hills. About five wo reached 
Cologne, or Kdn, a fortified city on the Rhine. We drove 
through the narrow flrccts tn the Soiel Discli, a splendid 
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hotel. We did Eot tany long witiin it lioiieier, but 
started out to see the Dom KireLe or Cithcdril which was 
comuienced in 1248 and I's not yet completed It was in 
tended to be the grande-.t of churches The plan i? admi 
vable and majestic but the ruined state it now presents is 
quite mournful The ttained glass windows iic beautiful 
There are several m numents and paintings but the glory 
of all is the choir of immense height, with pillar-! ind 
arches bo far abo> e one they seem like the branches of gre tt 
trees interlaced The &acnstan ■^howid us the shime cf the 
" Three Kings of Cologne," or the Magi, who piesented the 
offerings to the infaut Saviour. Their skulls are preserved 
in cases, and each has the name inscribed upon it. The Em- 
peror Frederick Earbarossa gave them to Cologne, and this 
Cathedral was built to eontaiu them. 

The Church of " St. Ursula and of the Eleven Thousand 
Virgins," who, returning from a pilgrimage to Rome to their 
native Brittany, were murdered at Cologne by the Huns, is 
a curious old place, filled with bones. They meet the eye in 
all directions. There are many other churches with valuable 
paintings and relies. 

Cologne is of great antiquity. It was built upon the site 
of the Roman camp of " Marcus Agrlppa." The mother of 
Nero was bora there in the tent of her father Germanious. 
When she became Empress she sent a colony thither, who 
called the city " Colonia Agrippina." Between the twelfth 
and fifteenth centuries Cologne was styled the "Rome of the 
North." Oaxton lived there in 1470, and learned the art of 
printing. The "Cologne Water" of "Jean Farina" is known 
to tho whole world; there are, at least, forty houses all claim- 
ing to be the " Original Manufactory." The Mumm Cham- 
pagne is also made here, and just vis-d-vis to my window is 
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an immense building coiit-aiDing tiiousaads and tiiousaHda of 
bottlea. 

The river is crossed liere T>y a bridge of boats, as no otlier 
can resist tbe rapidity of the current. 
Vol. I.— 6* 
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Augiist ah. 

At six we were oa board the little steamer Konig; the 
river — the Rhine — was broad, swift, and deep ; thus we 
slowly asceaded the " legendary stream." It was not until 
the " Siebengebirge " or Seven Mountains rose to view, that 
the glories of the Rliine were revealed in all their matchless 
grandeur. No description I have ever read approaches the 
reality, save the verses of the most impassioned of poets. 
How wonderfully, bow truthfully, has Byron pictured in 
glowing words the beauty of scenery wbick meets the eye 
on every aide. First : 

"The castled crag of Draclienfela 

Prowna o'er the wide and wiadlag Kliiiie 
Whose breast of waters broadly swells 

Between the banks ■which bear the Tuie. 
And hills all rich with blossomed trees, 

And fields which promise corn and wine, 
And scattered cities crowning the^. 

Whose far white walls along them shine." 

Then comes the ruined tower of Rolandseclc, crowning 
the summit of a lofty mountain ; just below is the Island 
of Nonnenwarth, with its convent half hidden amid the trees. 
Faithful lova has consecrated these ruins, and through long 
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^'enturii'S has prcsprved, fresli anci pure, its toucbiiig legead 
of the Dible kuighf, who, returning to claim his promiaeJ 
bride, finds her the inmate of tte island eonvent. False 
tidings of his death had readied her, and in despair she tad 
cast herself witliin this living tomb. She was lost to him 
for ever ; and he built the tower from whence he could look 
down upon the green isle : gaaing upon those white walla, 
which enshrined all that life possessed most dear to him, ho 
spent the weary years, till death summoned him away. 

After passing the Drachenfels, the river spreads out into 
a lake, entirely bounded every where by mountains and hills. 
But a sudden turn brought ua around a rocky parapet, and 
onward 

" The nolile river foams and flows, 

The charm of thia enchanted ground, 
And all ita thoueand turns diacloso 

Some freaher beauty varying round." 

The Gothic chttreh and convent of Apollinarisburg camo 
next in the moving panorama, and the basaltic rocks rrsing 
abruptly from the river many. hundred feet. They bear the 
impress of volcanic origin, and arc dark and stern ; but even 
to their summit, amid the crevices, are placed baskets con- 
taining earth, in which the vines are planted. As they re- 
quire infinite care and attention, those who tend them are 
compelled to climb upon long ladders from oliff to ciiff; we 
saw the peasants thus engaged, hanging, as it were, over tho 
water. Upon a high rock were the Ruins of Hammer siein, 
the refuge of the Emperor Henry IV. in 1105, and not far 
distant the towers of Andemaeh and the village of Namedy, 
with its green lanes, near the rushing river. Then came a 
gently undulating country until we reached the " Banks of 
the Blue MoacUe," which flows into tho Khine at Coblentz, 
(the Confluentes of the Romans,) a handsome walled city of 



,1 Google 



132 SOUVENIRS OF 

groat antiquity, wtere tlie gran 
eeiobled to ctivido his mighty empire into France, Germany, 
and Italy. A bridge of boats unites it to Hhrenbreitstein, 
"the Gibraltar of tho Khine." Dark and massive arose the 
towers of this magnificent fortress ; it was a castle bnilt by 
the KomanK, and in later daya often besieged by the French, 
who finally conquered it in 1799, after starvation had forced 
a capitulation. Tiioy blew up the fortifications, bat since 
that period, the Prussians have rebuilt it stronger than be- 
fore. Of its ruined statS, Byroii writes most exquisitely i 

"Ehrenbreitstein with her shattered wall 

Black with the romer's blast upon her height, 
Yet shows of what she was, when shells and ball 

Rebounding idly on her strength did light. 

A tower of victory I from whence the flight 
Of baffled foea waa watched along the plain ; 

But peace destroyed what war could never blight, 
And laid those proud walls bare to snramer's rain, 
Oh which the iron shower had poured in Tain." 

The fortress was never destroyed until after the peace of 
Luneville. 

Ehrenbreitstein signifies " honor's broad atone," which 
has been so often bathed in the warm life-blood of noble 
hearts. Long we gaaed upon tho impregnable fortress, and 
fully realized Bulwer's description : " Still, as we look on 
that lofty rook, we recall the famine and the siege ; and own 
that the more daring crimes of men have a strange privi- 
lege in hallowing the very spot which they devastated." 

After leaving Ooblentz, we seemod to enter a region of 
enchantment ; every mountain-top was crowned with a pic- 
turesque ruin, rendered sacred by some wild legend of the 
past, or some memory of the chivalric age. It was as though 
we were "passing back adown the river of time," and every 
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eteep roek and gray tower had its own thrilling history. I 
drew away from the crowd, and, seated upon tho prow of tlie 
steamer, gave up my soul to enthusiastic enjoyment of the 
scene. As mountain, castle, vdlage, and vineyard glided past 
me, I lovingly gazed upon them, as though they were beauti- 
ful pictures whose remcml)rani,e I would fain stamp upon 
my mind for ever. 

" And if rcluolantly the eyes resign 
Their cherished gaze upoo thee, lovely Rhine, 
Tia with the thanltful glance of parting praise." 

Not far atove Cohlentz is the Castle of Stolzenfels, (the 
proud rock.) It ia one of the oldest feudal fortresses ; built 
hy the Archhiahop of Treves, and occupied in 1235, by the 
bride of Frederick II. It has been entirely restored by tho 
King of Pniasia, {for after its capture by the French it was 
left in ruins,) and waa used in 1845, as the reception castle 
for Queeu Victoria, when she ascended the " King Ehine," 
as the Germans often call this river. Then came the islands 
of Oberwerth and Hocheim, where grow the ruby grape from 
whose juice is made the famous wme Hocheimer. Next, 
on a lofty parapet of rock, was the tower of Marksbnrg. 
This castle is remarkable, as being the only one preserved 
from destruction, and still revealing all the horrors of terrible 
dungeons cut in the living rock, of chambers of torture, and 
of the " Hundloch" where the victim was cast upon shajp 
swords and pikes. The mountains are covered to tho very 
summit with vineyards; at intervals there ai-e fields of grain 
of a golden hue, making a rich contrast with the deep green 
of the vine. 

At Eoppart, an old town built by the Romans, there are 
many relies of the ancient kings. I sought eagerly for the 
" Star Inn," which is spoken of in " Hyperion," and fancied 
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I saw tlie "fair boatwoman." slttiDg upon its steps. Not 
far aboTe tliis old town are two mountain peaks, with their 
" traditionary castles " of Liehenstein and Sterns/els. The 
ruins are massive and grand, and the " Legend of the 
Brothers," so eloquently told hy Bulwer, threw a halo 
around them ; wo could pioture their glory and mognificeaoe 
in those days of chivalry, and the gentle beauty of Leoline, 
the rude grace of Warbeck, and the wild gaiety of Otho. 
Then came the oastlos called "ike Cat" and "tfteMouse," on 
two high mountains near each other Ti xdition tella of the 
long enmity of the fierce lords or baron*;, who owned them, 
and of their constant warfare. 

On a lofty rook, just above the hxndsome town of St 
Qoar, was the grand old ruin of Eheinfels the most esten 
sire fortress, in its days of power of any upon the river 
It was the Castle of the Count of KaUenelnbogen where in 
1245 he exacted toll from all paosing up or donn His in- 
justice so enraged tlie people, that the CTerman ^nd Ehenish 
eities formed the " Confederation of the Rhine," which 
eventually destroyed the strongholds of the=!e chieftains. In 
1794 it was blown up by the French, and has never boon re- 
built. Its shattered battlements and its biokeu arches still 
Bpealc of the grandeur of tlie feudal times Near the town 
of St. Gear lived the heimit from whom comes its name. 
There he dwelt, in utter solitude, save when be came forth 
to preach the " Religion of the Cross " 

We passed St. Goarhausen, where a, long valley opened 
between the mountains, filled with many waterfalls. Then 
the scenery became more wild and majestic, Tho river was 
hemmed in by high walls, sis hundred feet in height; they 
were bold and desolate, and there was the Lurlei Jierg, 
where the " Nymph of tho Lurlei " enchanted the boatman 
by her voice, while tho Oswirr (or whirlpool) engulfed his 
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frail bark. TEiDre ia a remarkable echo along these colossal 
cliffs, which is repeated twelve times. A man Uvea in a 
grotto oa the mountain-side, who aoiiada a bugle and fires a 
pistol as the steamer passes, thus awakening the " Echo of 
Iiurlei." When they had ali died away, we found ourselves 
(it the town of Obermesel, (once the Vesalia of the Bouians.) 
Above it are the ruins of Schonberg, (beautiful hill.) This 
was the home of the ancestors of the illustrious family of the 
hero of Boyne. In the river below it arc seven rocks which 
tradition says were the seven lovely daughters of the ancient 
baron. They won all the hearts of the neighboring knights, 
then spurned them with bitter scorn ; whereupon they were 
changed into rock, as flinty and cold as their own bosoias — 
ij}y whom, the legend does not say.) A short distance above 
is the ruin of Gutcnfels, renowned in love and glory. It 
bears the name of the beautiful woman beloved by an em- 
peror ; and there Gustavus Adolphua issued his command 
for the battle 'with the Spaniards, during the " Thirty Yeara' 
War." 

In the centre of the river, we passed the queer old town 
of Pfak. It was built for a toll-house ; although in the 
olden time it was used as a place of security and refuge for 
women and children, in periods of wild and reckless war, 
fare. To this little iisland " Louis le Debonnairo " came, in 
840, worn out with cares and sorrows, and died there. On 
the hank near the Pfalz is the town of Oauh, where Elucher's 
army crossed the river, in 1814. It ia told of the soldiers, 
that when they came in sight of the stream, they fell upon 
their knees and cried out, " the Rhine 1 the Rhine ! " A 
German with whom I was talking, as we glided along, related 
to me many stories of the adoration of the people for the 
Rhine. They seem to feel for it a warm and passionate love. 
As the Egyptian regards the Nile with worship — as tJio 
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Hindoo tlie sacred Ganges — thus do tlie Germans i 
the Rhino. 

Efteharach, with its antiijiie encircling walls, was our next 
point of int.ereat. Just in front of the town is the roek called 
the Bacehi Ara, (the Altar of Bacchus.) When the season 
is a dry oae, this rock is ahovo the waters. Its appearance 
is a token the Tintage will be a good one, hence there is 
great rejoicing among the peasants. Beyond the village 
were the ruins of Stahleoh, and of the Church of St. 'Weriier. 
Only a portion of the lofty, pointed windows yet remain, like 
a scroll of delicate workmanship against the blue sky. The 
ancient Tower of Furstenberg, and the ruins of Nollengen, 
seemed to cling to the side of the bold precipice, while be- 
tween them, was the echoing vale of Eheindeibach. 

At Lorch, the Eheingau, or Rhino Valloy, begins. It is 
famous for its fertility, and the excellence of the wines made 
from the grapes of ita viaeyards, which are sheltered, from 
tho north, by the Tannus Mountains. So admirable is deem- 
ed the exposure, that every foot of ground is planted; From 
the edge of the river to the summit of the hills, there are ter- 
races, built up with heavy masonry ; upon these the vines 
are gi'owing. It is only by means of ladders the vine dress- 
ers can reach them, and we constantly saw men and women 
climbing up tho precipices, lite patient ants, with baskets on 
their shoulders, conveying earth or water to refresh the roots 
of the vines. Along this valley I was perfectly bewildered 
with tho multitude of castles and ruined towers, built upon 
cliffe so steep and high, they appeared icaeoessible to any 
but birds of the air. 

The Castle of Rheinstien has been restored from a rain, 
to a splendid residence for Prince Frederick of Prussia. 
Below it ia a narrow pass, cut in the rock, called the " Jew's 
Toll," where the poor Hebrews were commanded to pass, and 
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yield up a certain amount of tteir treasure, or elso to meet 
a terrilile death in tke foaming waters. 

At the juncture of the Nahe and Etine ia tie tower of 
Bishop Halto, where he waa eatea up by the rats, " in pun- 
ishment for his wicked deeds." Southcy has made a hallad 
of thia legend. Not far from the tower waa the bridge, first 
built in loll, by the Romana. It ia said now to rest upon 
the old foundation of the original structure. When this waa 
passed, the river spread itself out into a calm lake, hounded 
on all sides by the vine-clad bills, and gemmed with little 
green isles, from wlioae shores the willowa drooped into the 
waters. It was an evening of uncommon beauty, and the 
sunlight fell brightly upon the ancient town of Bingen. It 
was a lovely spot, and to me it had an especial charm, not 
only from the gentle loveliness of its scenery, but from the 
memory of a sweet poem, repeated to me in " days long pass- 
ed," by a dear and gifted friend. How well I remembered 
the intonations of that musical voice, whiah imparted a 
greater merit to the story of the Soldier of the Legion dying 
in Algiers, who, with his parting breath, charges his comrade 
watcking over him, to take his words of love fo the dear 
ones at " Bingen on the Khine." 

"A Soldier of tho Lef^on Uy ajiog in Algiers ; 
Tbero was Incfc of woman's nuTBina tiers waa lacfc of woman's tefli'3 ; 
But a oommfle etood be^de him, while lis litB-blood abbedaway, 
Ana bent, with pitjing gisncea, to bear what he might say. 
The flying soldier Wf ereO, aa ha tooic his oomrade-s hand, 

Tate B meBsage aod a toten to some diatsnt Mends of mine, 
¥or I was bom at Blugen, at Blngan on the Ehluo. 
" Toil my brothers and companionB, when they meet and crowd aromid, 
To hear my mournful story, in the pleasant tineyard gtonnd, 
That we (onght the battle braTCiy, and whan the day waa done, 
Ifnll many a corse lay ghastly pule, beneath the setting snn ; 
And 'midst tho doad and dying, were some grown old in wars, 
Tlie fleath-wonnds on UiEir gallant breasts, the last of many scars ; 
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And I n-as alill a truant-Llrd, tl 
For mj Fslhcr whs a soldier, a 
M; bcirt leaped faTth to bear 1: 



On the cottage wall at Blngen— calm Blngen on tha Wnae. 

" Tell my iietor not lo veep for as, nnd sob wlUi droopiDg head, 
When the troops flro marching home again, with gay and gallant tread ; 
But to look npon them proudly, with a calm and ateadfeat eye, 
For lisr brother was a soldier, too, and not afluld to die ; 

To listen to Lim kindly, without regret or shame ; 

And to hang the old sword io its place, (my fother's aivord and mine,) 

For tka honor of old Blngen— deu Singen on the Ithine. 

" There's another— not a sister— In the happy days gone by. 
Ton '<t have known her, by the merriment that sparkled in her eys. 
Too Innocent for ooquetry- too fond for Idle Booming— 
Oh I friend ; I l^ar the lightest heart makes sometimes heaviest monmlng. 
Tell her tha last night of my life, <for ere the snn bs risen, 
Mj body will ho out of pain, my son! be out of prison,) 
I dreamed I stood with her, and saw the yellow sunlight shluB 
On tho vine-olad hills of Blngen- IMr Blngen on the Khlne. 

" I saw the bine Khinc sweep along,—! heard, or seemed t« hear, 
The German songs we used to ^ng, in chorus sweet and dear. 
And down the pleasant river, and up the pleasant hlll, 
The echoing chorns sonoded, through the evening calm and still. 
And ber glad bine eyes ware on me, as we passed with Mendly talk. 

And her little hand lay lightly, conBdingly In mine— 

Bnt well meet no more at Blngen— loved Blngen on the Hhlne. 

"UIs voice grow faint and hoarser, his grasp was childish weat, 
His eyes pnt on a dying look— he sighed, nnd ceased to apeak. 
His comrade bent to Hft him, bnt the spark of lUa had Bed,- 
The Soldier of tho Legion in a foreign land was dead I 

On the red sand of tha battle-field, with bloody corpses strowD, 
Tea, calmly on that dreadflil seene, her pale light seemed to shine, 
As it aid in distant Bingen— £ilr Blngen on tho Khlne." 

Front " Bingen — calm Bingen on the Hhine," wc crossed 
the river to the Tillage of Assmanshausen, celebratDd for 
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its wine, wliieh is made from tho grapes growa upon terraces, 
in many places a thousaad feet above the stream ; there also 
is the BiBgerlooli, filled with whirlpools, and the ruin of 
Eiirenfels, elinging, as it were, to the precipice, which rises 
abruptly from the water, like a great battlement. 

Eiidesheim is also famoua for its wine, and for the legend 
of the beautiful Qisela. She was commanded by her father 
to become a nun, in fulfilment of Jiia vow made in Palestine, 
during the crusade against the Saracens. But in his absence 
the fair maiden had loved, and was heloved hy a gallant 
knight. No entreaties could move the stern heart of her 
parent, and Gisela sprang from the tower into the rushing 
Rhine, thus ending life and misery. The boatmen say. her 
spirit still lingers about the Bingerloeh, and her wailing oriea 
often mingle with tho " voices of the winds." 

From Bingen to Bieberich the Rhine is exceedingly wide, 
with clusters of little islands, seeming in tho distance as 
greenly enamelled as " the fairy isles of Caiypso." 

Upon an immense hill, whoso slopes are terraced to the 
verge of the river, stood the Chateau of Johannisberg, be- 
longing to Count Metierniah. The finest of tho Bheinish 
wines is made there. The vines are planted up to tho marble 
steps, and tho vintage is many weeks later than elsewhere. 

By viUagos and villas we passed on through the bridge 
of boats to Mainz (or Mayenoe), a city built upon the site of 
the Eoman camp of Urusus. Our evening walk through the 
town was full of interest. Wo saw the vast cathedral, com- 
menced in the tenth century, the theatre, imd public gar- 
dens. Maina will he ever memorable as the birth-place of 
Gutemberg, the inventor of printing. His statue, modelled 
by Thorwaldaen (tho Danish sculptor), is in the open square, 
near the theatre. Then it was there, also, lived Walpoden, 
who first formed the Hanseatic League, for freeing commerce 
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from the exactions of the bold roliTiers, whose eastica over- 
spread all these fair domains. 

Wo tarried ail night * at an excellent inn by the water's 
edge, and at early morning embarked again for Manheim. 
The shores of the stream were no longer remarkable, and, 
save the city of Worms, there was nothing to attract the at- 
tention. At Manheim we left the " beautiful river." 

" Adieu to ttee, fhip Bhine I How long, delighted. 
The Btriinger fain would linger on lier way I 
Thine is a. scene, eWke, where souls united, 
Of lonely contemplation thus might stray. 

" Adieu to tliee again ! a vain adieu I 
There can be no Jarewell to scenes Uke thine ; 
The mind is colored by thy every hue ; 

" More mighty spots may rise — more glariiig shine ; 
But none unite in one attaching maze 
The brilliant, fair, and soft — the glories of old days." 

" The dates are purposely omitted in this description of my journey 
up the Rhine, in order to preserve the continuity of the narrative. 
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Alokgj tlie " haunted Viilluj of Uie Neeltiir " the railway 
swiftly hore ua to Heidelbei-g, so renowned for its great 
castle and its uniycrsity, founded in 1386 ; by far the oldest 
io Germany. The ruiDS of the castle are immense. The 
missive wills ind remains of tho hangin"- o-ardens yet speak 
mtlitlyftfmgd Ijtffi d 
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foreign lands, or serve in tho armies at home ; but upon tlie 
women falla all tho labor of cultivating the soil. In Belgium 
I Lave seen a woman ploughing the field, fastened to the same 
plough witk an ox, and often an aged female reaping the 
grain. It was always a sad spectacle to me, and I thanked 
the good God my destiny was cast in a land where woman 
was cherished as the " better portion of creation," loved and 
cared for in old age as well as youth. 

On our right were the mountaina of the Black Forest, 
covered wilih yew-trees to their summits, On the loftiest 
were watoh-towers, erected in the timo of the Romans, and 
aftei-wards used as castles for the robber chieftains, whence 
they made forays upon the valleys, laying them under oon- 
tributioD, which if not instantly paid, they were punished by 
the sword and fire. These towers are now either desolate or 
used as hunting-lodges of tl G m bl m 

At Carlsruhe WG ent d th c t pi 1 d oar I have 
ever seen. It waa like a m 11 p ! ii th lu rious sofas, 
and ottomans, large rail nd j t ng Wh le we were 

waiting the moment of d p t tw w 11 d sed women 
came in, supporting in th am an Id woman, apparently 
of ninety. She was attired in India muslin and costly lace, 
with rich jewels and white satin slippers. She was a pei-fect 
mummy ; for the yellow skin dung to the bones of her face, 
and, but for the restless wandering of her eyes, one would 
have declared her a corpse. Her attendants placed her upon 
a sofa, and foithwitJi she began talking in the most v 



At twilight we reached Bad&n-Baden, and, after driving 
to several hotels, found lodgings at " the Victoria." The 
town was overflowing with visitors, and that night there was 
to be a ball at the Conversattonskaus. We therefore made 
our toilettes quickly after dinner, and attended it. The 
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dancing-saloon is really magnificent. The lofty ceiling is 
Kiipported by columns of white and gold ; Ijotween each are 
enormous mirrors, aud great yasea of natural flowers. Along 
the wall were raised seats, upon which were seated hundreds 
of gaily-deeked women. The music was exquisite, and mul- 
titudes were whirling around in a wild kind of dance, a m^- 
larigc of the polka and ma^nrka. 

Above the music and the voices, and the rushing sound 
of the dancers' feet, was constantly heard a sharp, ringing, 
metallic sound. Upon entering a grand saloon near hy, we 
soon discovered the origin of it. From the gold and silver 
cast down by the eager gamblers it proceeded. At a large 
table were seated two or three statue-like men, with features 
as immovable as though cast in bronze. Before tliem were 
mountains of gold, and small Alps of silver. A crowd of 
persons, some seated at the tabic, and others leaning over 
them, were occupied in betting. Not a word was spoken hy 
any one save the dealer, who called out, "Lejeu est fait, ' 
(the game is made.) With wondering eyes we gazed around 
upon the faces of the throng, and felt we had opened a new 
page in the hook of life— never before having seen a gam- 
bling-table ; and never did I behold human beings so entirely 
absorbed as these were. It seemed as though all the hopes 
of existence were merged in the turn of that terrible wheel. 
With anxious look they watched it, and, when the " silver 
rake " of the dealer drew in the gold, how the light appeared 
to desert those eyes, and the face grow haggard and pale. 
A painful feeling swelled at my heart, and yet a strange 
fascination kept me there, as much interested in the fate of 
the gamblers aa though the game were my own. 

There were many elegant-looking women and lovely 
girls betting more largely than even the men. Just in front 
of me, seated in an arm-ehair, supported by her two com- 
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p V ou Idw ma f the railway, nastmg down the 

g W p f t !i w . From a person near jne, I 

t 1 h 11 P ncess, of great wealth, who hiid 

b 1 g P 1; il h t who adored the excitement of a 
g mbl If Sh h d e to-night purpoaeiy to bet, and 
t tw th wh I looked in at the table, tliero 

h tllw tdtUp uring out the gold. Although 

hf wlktht f tJio dead, her eyes were glowing 
like globes of llamc. 

It was only for a time the dancing engaged the attention ; 
BOOn the ball-room was deserted, and the throng all gathered 
around the different tables, where Eonge et Noir and 
Mouhtte were pbyed. Finding myself quite near the table, 
by an impulse I could not control, I threw down some money ; 



but happily for me I lost, or elsi 
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game aa mu h th f j 
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About th 1 k th 


w 1 tt th d 



room, now ent ly d 1 t Th g bl g m I w 
wore still thion^edwith persons all ea^er to leach the. tabks, 
and to cast down their gold. As we passed down one of the 
avenues of tall trees we met a youth, whom I bad remarked 
in the early portion of the evening betting very high, and 
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losing constantly. His handsome face was now pale, and a 
wild despair gleamed in his eyes as he leant in the ahandon- 
ment of anguish against a tree. Ah I well could I iinagihe 
the bitterness of his soui ; its history was written upon his 
hazard brow. He was very young, and when I first saw 
him at the table he was fresh and bright as 3 newly-blown 
flower. A few short hours of fierce passion had thus changed 
hina. I no longer wondered at the frequent suicides which, 
sadden this valley 

Amo j5 the gue t we met several acr[ua ntances who pre- 
nt d s to tl r f ends and thus w heard w nierful sto 
r of the lo es an 1 w nn ngs of tl e Co est onsha s 
Often the bank perm ta tself to be h oLe The o t d nga 
go abroa 1 and tl o s nds flock n to try the r luck where 
lily hundreds came before thus a r her harvest s reaped 
fr m th s jud c o u e 

Aug st tl — Wo spent some days at Baden Baden 
1 ecommg ei ! hour mo e en b.\ tu ed w th ts p ctu si[ue 
beauty The lla^ 1 uilt n a mall valley en rcle 1 by 
the n ount n t the Black P st A 1 ttle at m flows 
tl ugh t called the Oos. The Komans colon zed these 
prng nlth Empe or often sought the healmgbalm 
of th wate There are mult f des of elegant hotels tud 
wcll-ftirnished lodging houses. The Cem/iersationshaus is a 
splendid building, with a row of Corinthian columns in front, 
and a garden of rare flowers. The Trvnkhalle is near it ; 
also a fine edifice, with a fountain in the centre, whence 
flows the smoking water. It has the taste of warm salt and 
water. The springs are very numerous, and all burst out 
just below the Castle terrace ; thence they are conveyed to 
the different bath-houses. Their source is named " hell," as 
no snow over remains there, even during the coldest winter. 
Vol. I.— 7 
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The TrinkkaJle has a long gallery with fresco paintings of 
the legends of the Black Forest. 

The mountains are terraced on each side of the valley, 
and the most delightful walks cut throngH the trees leading 
to their summitB. Hero and there are charming bowers, 
covered with rose-vines and honeysuckles. We spent a long 
Sunday morning wandei-ing amid these green labyrinths, and 
climbing up to the old Oaatle, where are stil! to be seen the 
terrible dungeons of the " ancient days," whose doors were 
great rocks, turning on pivots, and whose " raclc-chamber " 
still contains frightful instruments of torture. Tbere was, 
too, the room of the " seoret tribunal," where meetings were 
held of dark import to many a. household. Above this Castle 
is another, the Alte Schloss, the first fortress of the Buiea of 
Baden. An avenue of oaks leads to the convent of Lichten- 
ihal, where there are curious monuments of the Margraves, 
consisting of effigies in armor. 

About three we returned to the village, and passing the 
Conversationshaus, looked in for a few moments. The gam- 
bling-rooms were filled, and the betting progressing with un-, 
diminished vigor. 

In the afternoon the little valley presented the appear- 
ance of a grand dress-ball in the open air. AU the people 
of the high nobility, which consisted of Eusaian princes and 
princesses, German barons and baionesses, Sardinian and 
Austrian counts and countesses, French marquises and mar- 
chionesses, English lords and ladies, en grande toilette, 
were promenading beneath the trees or in the superb saloons 
of the gambling-house ; then multitudes of the peasants in 
their national costumes, and Bohemian gypsies, Swiss and 
Tyrolean women. All languages appeared to be spoken 
— all nations seemed met together for merriment and pleas- 
ure. There was no stiff formality; all were cordial and 
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tallsative. When the night came the Conversaiionshaus was 
brightly illuminated, anA two splendid bands of music sta- 
tioned in the galleries of the dancing-room, played alternately 
the most exciuisite portions of opera musie. There were eight 
thousand visitors at Baden-Baden, and saye the confirmed 
nvalids, all were out that night I should certainly think; for 
;he throng was wonderful, and the "hazard tables" lined 
twenty deep at least. This great crowd wero all silent, with 
onging eyes, watching their opportunity to press forward to 
ihe table, where the gold was still piled np in mimic moun- 

Pereeiving that I was eagerly loolcing forward, several per- 
sons made way for me to reach the much-desired point. I 
tood behind the chair of a lovely G-ermaa baroness, to whom 
'. had been presented, and saw her win and lose large sums, 
^he endured both with perfect composure, and occasionally 
umed round and gave me sorao very pic[uant descriptions of 
lersons near by, and related startling incidents of the life of 
Sadcn-Badeu. Our mumany of ike railway waa there again 
n her rich attire. Her long skeleton-like fingers were grasp- 
ng the gold {for she was in luck), and forming it into 
. small pyramid in front of her. 

It was a painful occupation to watch the faces around, 
lany were so perfectly absorbed, they did not seem conscious 
f the presence of any human being but that of the dealer of 
be cards, upon whom they riveted their gaze. Still the 
;'beel rolled round — the cards fell, and the sharp ring of the 
old resounded through the rooms, but no laughter, no mirth ; 
he only words uttered were the announcement of the result 
f the g&me-—" red wins" or "Mack loses." When the 
aroness had lost all her money, she proposed we should leave 
nd seek the gay tbrong in the saloons, or wander out upon 
lie greensward. She did not appear in the slightest degree 
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annoyed at lier losses, but said she made it a rule never to 
escced the amount she determined to lose in the beginning 
f th "tf 
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h y it t t ly f m t ty ] t t om its 

beautiful position, so calm and quiet amid its encircling hills; 
all crowned with dark fir trees. It would have beea a sweet 
joy to me oould I have spent weeks there ; but in the future 
loomed up the great fStes of Paris of the fifteenth of August 
and thus we hastened away to be in the " imperial city " tc 
witness them. 

August Slh. — A delightful ride on the railway hroughi 
U3 in a few hours to Kchl, where we took an omnibus anc 
drove over the Bridge of Boats to Strasbourg, a stronglj 
fortified city on the confines of Germany. It is garrisonec 
by many thousands of French soldiers, and is renowned fo.' 
the wonderful spire of its cathedral, which rises four huudre* 
and seventy-four feet from lie ground. It ismuehhigherthai 
St. Paul's in London, or than the loftiest of the pyramids 
It is of stone, so admirably cut it has the appearance of a dell 
cate net-work when viewed from the street below. The de 
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sign of tLia towor was hy Erwin de Stdnhach, alliiougii it 
was finished in 1318 by his brother. 

We drove through the narrow streets with tlaeii' singular 
houses, (having dormer windows one above the other for 
many stories,) to the Maison Mouge. As it was near twelve 
o'clock, we went immediately to the cathedral to see the fa- 
mous astronomical clock, and to hear it strike the hour. 
We entered a chapel where it stands ; it is very large, and 
looks like a richly-ornamented shrine. There were two 
cherubs ; above them the figure of Death, and below, an im- 
age of Christ. At twelve. Death struck the hour upon the 
bell. At that instant, the twelve apostles passed in front of 
tlie Saviour, whose hand was extended to bless them. As 
Judas went by, however, he made the sign of the cross. 
When they had all vanished, the figure held forth its hand as 
though blessing the people. 

The cathedral is of vast size, but not magnificent within 
its walls. The exterior is covered with carving, and the 
sculptured forms of the angels and saints are exceedingly 
fine. The spire, however, is the great attraction of the city. 
It is said to be the highest in the world. Near the cathe- 
dral was the bouse of Erviin de Steinbach, in which we saw 
many curious models. 

Next, we visited the church of St. Thomas, to look at the 
monument of Maresohal Saxe. It is very large, of white and 
black marble. In one of the chapels we were shown aglass 
ease, in which were the bodies of one of the counts of Nassau, 
and of his daughter. They have been thus preserved more 
than three hundred years, andstUl have the look of life. 

After dinner, we took the railway to Basle, or Basel, in 
Switzerland, passing many flourishing villages, and through 
a richly luxuriant country; the valleys all laid off into 
stripe of ground, each belonging to different persons, and the 
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hills covereo to their smnmit'? with yicejards. Atiilglit we 
reached Baale, on the Ehme at the Lead of navigation, and 
drove to the Three Kings on the hink of the mshing river. 
Our chainber was in ftont, and we lanlr into sleep with tho 
music of the dashing waters rebounding ever in our ears. 

August 9th. At dawn we weie up and away for tie 
summit of a distant mountain, ovci whioh hung a ganzy veil 
of mist. We drove through a lery picturesque country. 
The peasants were reaping the giam The women wore im- 
mense straw hats, and hrge white sleeves. We stopped at a 
Swiss cottage, which, although i ery poetic without, was not 
inviting within. When the iqad hecame too steep for the 
carriage, we abandoned it, and walied several miles through 
cornfields, and beds of the Anisette plant. The ttiil of ascend- 
ing the mountain undei' au August sky was rather fatiguing, 
but we wei'c amply compensated upon reaching the little 
church on the topmost peak of Monnt Chiisckona, whenct 
an enchanting view met our eyes, of the great valley, with 
Basle in the centre, and the dark blue Ithmt, tho Vo&gei 
Mountains, and the Jura chain ; beyond them, the inuwy 
Alps, the Bernese, and tho Jungfraii. Quite near us wero 
the Black Forest Mountains, their slopes iilled with villages, 
fields of grain, and vineyards. As this Mount Chii'^chona 
is on the Swiss border, we looked into JFrance, Switztrknd, 
and Germany. 

There is a legend attached to the :,hurch ol Mount Chris 
chona, which tells of its being founded hi a hedutiful woman, 
whom the perfidy of man had driven to despair Sho flecf 
the world, and upon the lofty summit of this mountain madt 
her dwelling-place, and with her wealth built this church 
Her virtues and good deeds caused her to be adored almost 
as a saint. 

The building is very ancient, and is inhabited by an old 
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priest, whom we found intelligent and oomtounicative. I 
aeeompaniod tiai to the tower of tto church, up which we 
climbed upon a slender ladder. In it he had a fine coUee- 
tion of books, and there taught a school for the instruction 
of young men, who were to go as missionaries to Abyssinia. 
"We were exceedingly interested in the aged man, and touched 
hy his enthusiastic piety. His life was one of self-sacrifice, 
for not the slightest appearance of comfort existed in his 
miserahlo home; and yet I have never seen more perfect 
content and happiness expressed in a human face, or heard 
words more Ml of gratitude to God. 

We passed several hours upon the Mount Chrisohona, 
gazing upon the beautiful scenery, and then descended the 
steep mountain-path to our carriage. In returning we made 
a ditour, which brought us to the Svnss Thermopylm, thn 
Baiile-Field of Si. Jacob, where sixteen hundred Swiss at- 
tacked just as many thousand French Boldiera, under the 
command of the Dauphin {who was aftoi-wards Louis Elev- 
enth). Only ten Swis.s survived the combat of ten hours, 
and they were disgraced in the eyes of their countrymen. 
Louis, deeply touched by the wondrous courage of the bold 
mountaineers, made peace with them, and selected a body- 
guard of Swiss soldiers. Hence has arisen the custom of 
many of the monarchs of Europe. They make choice of 
them as the most true and faithful people upon earth. They 
trust their lives with them when they fear their own subjects, 
I suppose, from this unfaltering truth comes the proverb, 
" As faithful as a Swiss." 

Basle is a walled town, divided into two portions by the 
Ehine, which is crossed by a splendid bridge. It has an air 
of great bustle and commerce. German is much spoken. 
We met a person, who inquired if we knew Seaisfield, who 
wi-nte the " Wesiem Scenes of America" descriptive of 
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pioneer life. He told us he now lived at the Falls of the 
Rhine, upon the fortune he made from those hooks. They 
were written in G-erman, and translated into English, and I 
well remejaher years ago the pleasure I derived from read- 
ing them, and the oft-repeated question in the public jour- 
nals, " Who Is Seatsfield ?" This friend of his told ub he 
was a bold, wild young German, eager for adventure, who 
passed years on the borders of civilized life, among the In- 
dians and the pioneers. When he wearied of the esoite- 
raeut he returned to Germany, and wrote out ]iis experiences 
in the Mew World. They had the fresh ring of new and 
novel ezistence, and their success was wonderful. Translated 
into English and republished in America, they made a " de- 
cided sensation." 

We left Basle at four o'clock, and passed along another 
railway to Strasbourg. The route lay between two chains 
of mountains, and was very lovely. There were thousands 
and thousands of vineyards almost to the summit of the moun- 
tains. At nine we were at the " Maison Eouge," wliere we 
tarried allnlght and until twelve the nest day, when we start- 
ed for Paris in '• Train de Vitesse " (the express). The rail- 
way is excellent, so smoothly gliding, we felt no fatigue though 
the distance was three hundred and twelve miles, in ten hours. 
The country was highly ploturcsciue, mountains succeeding 
mountains, covered to their topmost peaks by the luxuriant 
vmes. Then we passed also many handsome cities and vil- 
lages. We dined at Nancy, and stopped at Epemay, where 
the best Champagne is made ; there are multitudes of long 
tunnels piercing the mountain's side and passing through 
dark caverns, hollowed out by art. 

At ten o'clock we were at Paris, Then came the delay 
of visiting the baggage and examining the passports, goon 
all was ended, and away through the radiant Boulevards to 
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Hoiel Meurice. " No rooms," was the reply ; so we were 
compelled to mount to the sixth story of tie Sotel Windsor, 
near by. I fancied I was moat terribly fatigued by this as- 
cent until a package of letters was brought in. Ob ! wbat a 
glow of joy ran like an electrio thrill through all my frame, 
giving warmth and life to the weary limbs, and banishing all 
thought of sleep — all desire for repose. With hands trem- 
bling with eagerness, the seals were torn asunder, and no 
word spoken till the assurance met the eyes that they, our 
loved ones at home, were well. Ah ! then how fervently 
from the deep heart came up the grateful " Thank God !" 
It ia impossible to describe the delight of thus receiving tid- 
ings, after a long abaecee and long delay. Our letters had 
not followed us in our waiiderings, but had been kept here 
waiting our return. Ere we had finished reading them it was 
almost morning. So we threw ourselves upon our beds, and 
sought the sweet repose we so much needed. 
Vol. L— 7« 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

Again wq are in Paris— joy-inapiriDg Paris ; more gay, 
more sparkling than ever. The city is tiironged, for the fete 
day of Napoleon is near at hand, and thousands are already 
here to witness the wonders of the illuminatioD. 

The days since onr return have been delightfully occu- 
pied, and the evenings spent at theatres, operas, or dinner 
parties. Then we have driven several times in the Boia de 
Boulogne with our handsome, dashing young countryman, de 
Yampert, who has an elegant equipage, with splendid horses. 
He is most cordially kind to his compatriots, and yesterday 
we all assisted (as the French say) at a magnificent dinner 
given hy him to a circle of Americans at the Gafi de Paris. 
The appointments of the tahle were in perfect taste — the 
decorations of superh bouquets, most exquisite. Of the 
dinner, I need only say, it was worthy of tho French cuisine. 
Around the festive board we all grew patriotic, and many 
glowing toasts to " those we love " in our far-away home, 
and to America, were drank in "brimming bumpers." 
Among the guests was a young Italian, who, after we retired 
to the drawing-room, quite enchanted us with the delicious 
music of his native land, which he sang with a voice of rich 
melody. There was a shade of sadness in his manner which 
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rode hj' the side of the open caleche, in which she waa seated 
with the Princess Matilde and the Duchess d'AIhe. The Em- 
press is a beautiful, fair, delicate woman, with an expression 
of exciuisite sw tn and g n al kindness. She was attired 
in a dress of Ind musl n yered with fleecy clouds of 
Brussels lace, ad h on t f white adorned with roses and 
buds. She bow dm t g usiy as she passed along, and 
there was such g n h manner, I am sure there were 

but few who did n t h a t ly sclaiai, '' Vive I'Imperatrioe !" 
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When this attracti™ corUge had vanished, the drums 
and trampetfl of the royal band announced the approach of 
Ihe Emperor. He rode in advance of hia cuirassiers, and 
was accompanied by a magnificent suiU of generals and 
gallant-looking officers, After him came Prince Napoleon, 
Marshal Magnan, and the Minister of the Interior. The 
Emperor Napoleon is a perfectly graceful rider. He is not^ 
a handsome man, but there is a dashing character, a style, a 
self-possession in his appearance, which deeply impresses all 
t 1> li^ H f fair complexion, and has light brown 

h d t h The soldiers all cried out, " Vive I'Em- 

I W w however amazed that there was no 

P t 13 h t f welcome and love from tho people to 
gi t th m g f ne of Europe's greatest statesmen and 
^ t hi front of the palace, all the regiments 

paa 1 w h f re him. 

W 1 ^ 1 the parlor on the Champs Elysees until 

fi ' k 1 d ng all that time there was a oonstant 

t ni f Id ' serried ranks," marching by. First, 

11 th nf t y 1 d down ; in the baud of eaoh regiment 

h 11 w t d dru played a conspicuous part. It was a 

pi d d p t 1 quadron after squadron of the cavalry 

h 1 d t 1 d dashed down the avenue, " How 

t bl th y w Id prove upon the battle-fieid," V7e could 

not avoid exclaiming, as we watched their gallant bearing. 

There were more than one hundred thousand soldiers under 

arms that day. 

Tho crowd followed the retiring soldiers, and we then 
walked down through the " Place de la Concorde " into the 
Gardens of the Tuileries, which were filled with happy, 
merry people. Multitudes of the peasants and the country 
gentry had come up from the provinces to see the fSte ; it 
was said one hundred thoosand persons had arrived on Sun- 
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day moniiag. It was really a delight to hear their frank, 
good-humored espreaaions of pleasure at ali they beheld. 
Restaurants, theatres, and public gardens were thronged to 
Gscosa when night came on. About eleven o'elook we went 
out from a dinner-party to look at the preparations for the 
Inorrow's festivity. Arches, and skeleton-like eagles, to be 
§lled up ijith lamps, arose in all directions ; thousands of 
workmen were yet toiling to complete them. 

From this busy scene we drove to the centre of one of 
the bridges across the Seine, and there tarried awhile. The 
sound of the great city came to us like the roar of a cataract. 
Long lines of light mar!ked all the streets diverging from the 
Place de la Goncorde. The small river, within its high 
grauite embankmeats, flowed silently away. 

At sis on Monday morning the " PSte of Napolfion " com- 
menced, by a salvo of one hundred and one guns from ik^ Hotel 
des InvoMdes. All the theatres, operas, circuses, and gardens, 
were thrown open to the people; the government paying a 
certain sum to the managers. The lowliest and the poorest 
were thus enabled to enjoy the admirable acting of Rachel, 
and to listen to the most famous Prima Donnas. " All the 
world " were out, and all on " pleasure bent," 

During the morning we wandered through the Gardens 
of the Tuileries, the Place do la Concorde, ajid the Champa 
Blys^es ; every where we saw little shops (where all imagin- 
able articles were sold), then theatres, French swings, and 
miniature circuses, with horses of wood, upon which were 
mounted old men, young women, middle-aged mothers, and 
small children. They all appeared as happy as though 
seated upon the fleetest of Franconi's steeds. Upon a given 
signal, around and around swung the wooden horses, while 
the riders gravely held on, exulting in their rapid speed, and 
gazing down triumphantly upon the waiting crowd. Beneath 
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the trees, on impromptu 'ta^e^, neie neoromaEcera, jugglers, 
rope-dancers, tumbling men, womea, and cliildien, dre'^wd. 
as satyrs, gods, and goddesses, as fames and giim isaiuori 
Al fresco theatres displayed comi'" actors and a«tje?se'<, 
or female singers in soiuty costume pouiing fortli in song 
tlieir joys or their ■woes, groups were seated aiound them 
sipping eau sucHe, or drinking claret All was gay and 
joyous life, and Napolton on his tliione was not moie con 
tent than the Iiumlileit ot his subjects All the streets and 
s leading to the Champs Elys^es were tiironged, and 
led all Paris were there, until wo drove to the 
" Champs de Mars," where we found countless hosts of 
people, eagerly gazing upon the evolutions of soldiers. After 
the ascension of a balloon, the artists of the Hippodrome gaye 
the "Field of the Olotfi of Gold," and the storming of a 
fortress in Algiers. At two o'clock, all the foreign ambas- 
sadors, ministers, senators, and members of the diplomatic 
corps, called upon the Emperor at the Tuileries ; their 
dresses and equipages were superb. 

Just at twilight we passed again into the Gardens of the 
Tuileries ; the lamps were already lightod. Along the 
facade of the Palaee, extended a cordon of golden hue, 
while in the parterre in front were giant bouquets of tulips 
of light, and garlands and festoons, hanging from tree to tree. 
Around the basin of the great fountain were baskets of 
flowers of gorgeous colors, formed all of fire. The jets of 
the fouutains seemed like snow-flakes falling amid the lights. 
From the centre of the Gardens to the arch at the entrance 
to Place de la Concorde, there was a perfect blaze of rain- 
bow-hued flame. It seemed as though the Genii of the 
Earth had yielded up all their treasures of diamonds, of 
emeralds, topazes, rubies, and amethysts, for this glorious 
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spectacle. The picturesi^ue beauty presented by the co nl na- 
tion of colors, wa.3 mieawilible 

Around the Place da la Concorde and alon^ the ChiinpH 
liUjspes,, to the \ich ot Tunmih were 1 fly fiarae" ot «ood, 
imitating the aicides ind c lonnades of 1 Mo riah. palace; 
(hc^e weie entirely cOTeied witli myrials of limps tf all 
rol'n'j, forming tbe bise bhafl and capital of eveiy f ila^ter. 
It seemed as ttongh inetwirk flight weie thi own over 
them. 

At the termination if the Gardens of tbe Tml t d 

an immense arch from the centie of wlii^'b Lung j 

rial crown; this arch was tbe cAe/'rfceMVie of the gbt It 
was magniflcent glitter nj, witb myriads of cole d 1 mp 
and realizing almost tbe de=Lrif tion m Kevelati f th 
" blaaing gate of lieave i Ihe throng were corap 11 d t 
paas beneath the gorgpou's iicbwaj we rnuetly f 11 mt 
tbe current, and weie thus borne along to the PI d 1 
Concorde, now glowing hi e some palace of en h tm t 
roofed oyer by the deep blue skies then on to th Ch mp 
Elys^es. From ■irch to arch across the aienue w h g 
enormous chandeln,rs;, 1 ^ht ng it up ia though it we a ^ 
ball-room. 

The Bond Ford was covered with blue lights, to repre- 
sent the firmament, while an eagle of white light seemed 
hovering over it. So dazzling was tbe sight, we could only 
look upon it for a few seconds at a time. 

There were one million of people in tbe streets, and yet 
wo experienced no inconvenience from the crowd ; there was 
an efi'ort, it aeemod, on tbe part of every one to avoid rude- 
ness to his neighbor. Good humor and merriment were 
blended in all the exclamations of delight aad rapture at 
the spectacle. 

Tlpon inquiring of a little Qamin de Paris (who was 
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busily lighting up a festoon of lamps), how they were ar- 
ranged, he sprang down and explained the manner in which 
the smaU glass cups, filled with some inflammable eubstanoo, 
were fastened in meshes of dark-colored wire, thus seeming 
to hang in the air ; we thanked him for tlie information, and 
he drew himself up with great importance, and said, " I am 
glad you are all so much pleased ; this portion of the Ulumina- 
tion was delegated to us." 

From the Bond Font we proceeded to the banks of the 
Seine, vis-d-vis to the Sotel des Invalides ; there we hired 
some chairs, and seated ourselves to wait the signal for the 
commencement of the "fireworks." In a few moments a 
blue-light shot up, and a flight of rockets quickly followed 
it; these hurst into a shower of stars. Then came the Ro- 
man candles, and flowers of every variety and hue ; some 
were in tie form of bouquets, and others of one flower alone. 
When they vanished, suddenly the air appeared filled with 
fiery serpents. Next came an allegorical mosaic, represent- 
ing the " Tempio of Immortality ; " fountains of fire darted 
forth from the porticoes, while the centre revealed the Apo- 
theosis of Napolion the Great, in the imperial costume. He 
stood upon a globe partially covered by the wings of an 
eagle, holding in its claw a Bcroll, on which were the words, 
" 15th of August." Many told us this was the greatest tri- 
umph of pyrotechnic skill ever exhibited ; it was the work of 
Kuggieri. Balloons then ascended, showering down stars and 
flowers of light ; the last bouciuet filled the whole atmosphere 
with radiance. Then darkness returned, and instantly the 
dome of the InvaKdes was one blaze of crimson fire ; the 
efi'ect appeared electrical, for the great multitude of human 
beings burst forth into loud shouts of admiration. 

We tarried on the banks of the river until all was quiet, 
and it was dark again; then we retraced our steps, passing 
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taaiebleau, tlina named from tte Fontaine de belle eau, (the 
fountain of fine water,) at whicli the Danisli warrior, Bierra, 
often drank, and finally there made hia camp, in 845. The 
forest ia about twelve or thirteen leagues in circumference, 
and is Said to be the largest in France. It has always been 
the favorite hunting-ground of the kings, and often of queens, 
who delighted in the sport. The road passed through the 
depths of the green shade, but to us it seemed little like a 
forest; for in all directions were evidences of the care be- 
stowed upon the trees. The large ones were all named, 
and the smaller ones munbered. There was tho " Oak of Mo- 
lii^re," then the " Oak of Marie Antoiaette," " The Bouquet 
of the King," "The Queen's Tree," and many other ap- 
pellations, printed upon boards and attached to some lofty 
limb. 

About the centre of the forest we came upon tlie ruins 
of a Convent, four centuries old. It is now called the 
" Hermitage of Franchard," from a hermit who lived there 
for many years. Around these ruins are great rocks; from 
one of them there flows a tiny stream of water, and heuee 
its name, " The Weeping Rook." The " &rotto of Fran- 
chard " is near by, and a lily-covered lakelet, styled " The 
Hermit's Sea." 

We spent many hours exploring the forest labyrinth, and 
when wearied of the " wild woods," we drove to the Palace 
of Fontainebleau, so rich in historical associations. We en- 
tered it by the "Court of the White Horse." It was there 
Napoleon bade adieu to the Old Guard, ere he left for Elba. 
The Palaoe is not remarkable in its architecture. Within it 
are many fine halls and frescoed galleries. We passed 
through the apartments of Catherine de Medici, of Marie 
Antoinette, and along the corridor where Mondaldeschi was 
murdered, by the command of the Queen Christina of Sweden. 
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We enteipd the room where NapoUon signed his abdication. 
TIjo table upon which it waa written is preserved, beDeath a 
glTia ease The apartments of the Duchess of Orleans, 
which she occupied upon her marriage, are those once used 
hy the admirable Josephine. There is a throne-room, a 
chapel, and a theatrfe. Many of the rooms are hung with 
gobelm tapestry, and there are also handsome paintings. A 
small apartment, containing multitudes of plates of Sevres 
:,hina was very curious. These plates were fastened in tlie 
wall hj gilded frames, and the paintings upon them repre- 
sented wcues around the palace and in the forest. There 
weie also views of the monuments of Paris, and of Versailles. 
They were wonderful in their perfection of color, and were 
as beautiful as the finest pictures upon ivory. 

We were shown the apartments occupied by the Pope 
Pius, during his forced sojourn in the palace; also " The 
Chamber of Anne of Austria," which is superbly furnished, 
in the fashion of her time. 

The remembrances of Napoleon clustered more closely 
around us here than elsewhere in Prance, for the two great 
trials of his life were here enacted, — signing the bill which 
divorced him from his loving and faithful Josephine, and 
that of his abdication. His sleeping-room remains precisely 
as he left it; and upon the litfle island in the lake, is still 
preserved the summer-house, where he retired each day to 
spend long hours in meditation. The immense carp which 
fill the lake came at our call to be fed. 

The gardens are lovely. There are fountains and water- 
falls, cool grottoes and green arbors, groves of noble trees, 
and lawns of velvet-like smoothness. I'or hours we wander- 
ed amid the parterres, and by the calm lakelets, the only oc- 
cupants and admirers of all this beauty. Although for cen- 
turies Fontainebleau was the especial resort of the mouai'chs 
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of France, it is now some years slnoe it has been visited by 
the Emperor, thongt it is feept up with all the elegance 
of a royal residence. There was a groat charm to us, iu the 
quiet, pleasant old town; and with real regret we bade adieu 
to our pretty little hostess, and in the soft evening twilight 
i for Paris. 
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We only remained a few days in Paris, to bid adieu to dear 
friends, wBo were returning to Ameriea, and to prepare for 
our visit to Switzerland. At early morning, August 26tli, 
we drove through the " Place de la Bastile," en route for 
Dijon. The sun's first rays fell gloriously upon the gilt 
Mercury of the Column of July, erected to the memory of 
those who died nobly fighting for the " glory of France." 

We soon reached the station, and then away, with, rapid 
speed, to Fontaiaebleau. The railway passed through a fer- 
tile country, filled with vineyards and waving fields of grain. 
We stopped at Montereau, at Sens, at Joigny, St, Florentine, 
Nuits, St. Kavier, Verrey, Plomhieres, and ere night reached 
Dijon, the cliiof town of the Department of the C6te d'Or. 
The streets are narrow, and the houses of a quaint style of 
arohitecture. On the "Place d'Armes" is the ancient 
palace of the Dukes of Burgundy. There were several fine 
churches, and a large eatliedral. Near the gates of Dijon is 
the Chartreuse, where many members of the royal family 
are buried. The famous wines of Chamberiin, Vougeot, and 
Romance, are made from the grapes of the vineyards just 
without the walls. 

We left Dijon at half-past three in the morning, in the 
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diligence. We were fortunate to get the coape seats, which 
are in front, tlras affording us a fine view on every side. We 
waited some time without the gates, for the express train 
from Paris. At length the shrill whistle was heard, and we 
were soon in motion, going at full gallop of fifteen miles the 
hoar. It was still night, but by the star-light wo saw many 
of the eountry people coming to market, with carts made of 
wioker work, precisely like giant baskets upon wheels. 

When morning came, we looked over a flat country, 
highly cultivated,, and covered with fields of wheat and of 
Indian corn, (which was not more than two feet high.) We 
psissed through a number of towns, all built upon narrow, 
straggling streets, with sharp-roofed houses. 

We breakfasted about eleven, at a post-house ; but such 
was the baste of our guard, that we had only time to scald 
our tongues with the boifing coffee, seize a piece of chicken 
in our fiogers, and rush back to the diligence, leaving the 
luscious-looking pears, plums, and melons, upon the table. 
There was evidently a " combination," as we say in America, 
between the Inn-keeper and the guard, for they exchanged 
significant glances, as we poor, hungry mortals, unwillingly 
left the room. 

Now our guard, or gttardian, was a deeided character in 
his line, and accompanied us from Dijon to Geneva, a dis- 
tance of one hundred and twenty miles. He was a stout 
Frenchman, with Napoleonic beard,-and a blouse over his of- 
ficial coat. His manner was the very " attar of rose " of im- 
portance. The horses were changed every fifteen miles, with 
great despatch, (two minutes being the time allowed.) Every 
five minutes our guard sprang down from the top of the dili- 
gence, rushed around it, examined the wheels, touched the 
traces, pulled the reins, muttering all the while his favorite 
oatli, " Sftcre nom de Dieu," {giving the r in sacr6 the most 
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peculiar roll,) then lookiDg up he would cry out, " en ronte I 
en route ! " in a loud tone, and spring like a tigei- upon the 
iron fitep, and in oae more aeeoud he standing upon the top 
of the lumbering diligence, which really seemed to have been 
hullt upon the model of the ark. There were twelve inside, 
•and an indefinite numher without, besides several dogs, whose 
masters paid full price for them in tho Banquette. When- 
ever we stopped, a, ladder was brought, that the oooupants 
of the upper regions might descend in safety. 

About mid-day we began the ascent of the Jura Moun- 
tains; so gradual it was, that the horses continued in a gal- 
lop until we were half-way up ; then others were attached to 
the four already in the diligence. Avouud and around we 
passed. On aO sides the view was charming; the valleys 
were groen and quiet, save the " brawling brook," which 
rushed through each, turning mills, or falling in graceful wa^ 
terfalls over ledges of gray rock. Wo often drove along the 
side of a mountain, while the opposite one, separated by a 
deep abyss, seemed so near that we could almost touch it. 
The road was admirable, as smooth as a parlor floor, aa 
even as the macadamized road of Maysville, or the shell 
road of Spring Hill. At times a narrow shelf was out down 
along tho mountain-side, and upon this we passed. As a 
parapet was built towards the precipice, we felt quite secure, 
and, without aa emotion of fear, looked down hundreds and 
hundreds of feet, into the lovely glen below, where nestled a 
little village, beneath the spreading branches of great old 

Aa we advanced into the depths of the mount^na the 
scenery became more wild, and all evidences of cultivation 
vanished. The fir trees of conical shape and the foliage of 
intense green covered the mountains to their summit, giving 
them a dark and gloomy aspect. 
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We oftea met mon, women, and children, breaking up 
stones and placing them upon the road, and also encountered 
many carta of the peasantry on their way to the Tillages. 
We had before been told it was market-day, for in all the 
towns through which we had passed, we saw the country peo- 
ple buying and selling in the principal street. They are a 
homely race of hum^n beings, and even the children have the 
look of old age, while the women are uglier than the men. 

At three we commenced the ascent of the last high moun- 
tain of the Jura chain. Slowly we wound around the bold 
cliffe of " La Vattay," until we attained an immense eleva- 
tion. The houses in the valo below appeared no larger than 
bird-cages, and the littlo river no wider than a silver ribbon, 
and yet it seemed we could throw a stone and strike either, 
we were so directly over them. 

The gorges of the mountains were very narrow, and here 
and there were small chalets perched on a projectioE of the 
cliff, which it must have been impo^ible to reach except by 
ladders. 

At last we reached the summit of " La Vattay," and I 
was looking back upon the winding road we had travelled, 
when Octavia cried out in an exulting voice, " There is Mont 
Blanc, and I was the first to see it I " There indeed was 
Mont Blanc ! 

" Mont Blanc is the monarch of mountaina, 
They crowned him long ago, 
On a throne of roolis, in robca of clouds, 
With a, diadem of enow." 

There was a wonderful clearness in the atmosphere, ren- 
dering distant objects perfectly visible. The evening sun, 
hidden from us by " La Vattay," threw its rays directly upon 
the Mont Blanc chain of mountains, lighting them up with a 
roseate hue indescribably beautiful. The majestic Mont 
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BlaDO, and the peaks around, appeared only a few miles away; 
and yet the distance was more tlian forty-five miles. We 
wore peculiarly fortunate, for it is not often the " monarcli 
mountain " is thus revealed in unclouded splendor. Near the 
summit were several great black rocks, never covered by 
snow, in consequence of the force of the wind. Between 
" The Needles " (the peats around) were the glittering gla- 
ciers, o£ a deep blue color. Midway up the mountain was a 
belt of white clouds clustering around it like flocks of snow- 
winged birds. 

With emotions of intense delight we gazed upon this 
scone of grand yet. quict'loveliness. At our feet was the 
valley of G-eneva, entirely shut in by the lofty mountains on 
every side. In the centre were the lake and the city, and 
around it numerous villages, handsome villas, well cultivated 
farms and country-houses. Far away were sailing-boats like 
graceful swana cleaving the dark blue watera. It seemed to 
us the realization of the " Happy Valley of Rasselas." The 
lake is of a crescent shape, and fifty-fivo miles long. It was 
called by the Romans " Lacus Lemanus," and is styled " Lake 
Lemaa," by Byron, in iis graphic description of the lake in 
a " calm : " 

"Clear, placid Lcman! thy contrasted kko. 
With the wild world I dwell in, is a thing 
Which warns me with its stillness, to forsatie 
Earth's troubled waters foi' a purer spring." 

Then his spirited picture of a " storm : " 

" Now, where the swift Rhone cleaves his way between 
Heights, which appear as lovers who have parted 
In hate, whose mining depths so intervene 
They can meet no more, though broken-hearted." 
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We were two hours descending the mouutaiu, with Mont 
Blanc constantly in view, at each turn of the road seeming 
more majestic. The diligence drew up at a spring, and the 
guard showed us a marble tablet, which marks the spot 
where Napoleon stopped to look upon Geneva, as he was 
entering it as conqueror. What a wondrous power still 
exists even inthe rememhranco of Napoleon ! it encircles the 
Continent like an atmosphere; and yet he perished a captive 
on that lonely isle in mid-ocean. Every where in Europe 
have we seen tributes to him In cities, in valleys, on plains, 
and even in the depths of the mountains the inscription of 
his name rendered almost sacred the wild paas! 

Wo would fain Lave lingered longer with the glorious 
landscape before us, but the diligence, like Time, " waits for 
no man," (much less for woman,) and soon we drove rapidly 
to the city, being delayed at the gates some time by the 
troublesome passports, the greatest bore of European traveL 
We had been told, ere we left Paris, that passports would not 
be needed in Switzerland ; imagine therefore our 
when they were esamined three times before 
Gteneva, and there the Prefect of Police took j 
them, giving us a written permission to remain a certain 
r of days. 
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Geneva.-~-T\io city contains tlairty-two tliouaaad inhabit- 
ants. It is divided into two portions by the Rhone, over 
which are maiij bridges. In the centre of the rushing river 
is the " Island of Jean Jacques Rousseau," huilt there by 
the Government to eontaia his monument, which is of bronze, 
in the midst of immcuso poplar trees. Tho view from this 
island is exquisite. Rousseau was a native of G-eneva, son of 
a wfttch maker. Ope night he reached the gates after they 
were closed, and fearing the anger of the stern roaster to 
whom he was apprenticed, he fled to France, 

Geneva is singularly interesting from its associations. It 
has esDroiscd the most powerful influence over Europe by 
the religious tenets of Calvin, the very same that drove our 
Pilgrim Fathers across the broad Atlantic. Calvin came to 
Geneva in 1536, an itinerant preacher, and such was the 
power of his oloquonce, he became ruler over the people for 
the space of twenty-three years. In fact, through his influ- 
ence Geneva gave laws to the whole Protestant world, as 
Rome does to the Catholic. John Knox fled to Geneva in 
1558, to escape the cruelties of Queen Mary, and was made 
a citizen hy Calvin. Necker, tho father of Mme. do Stael, 
Saussure, the first who ascended Mont Blanc, Sismondi, the 
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historian, DecaudoUe, the botanist, and many other distin- 
guished persons, were born in Geneva. 

The city is oa the southern extremity of the late towards 
Prance. It is a busy, commercial place, with narrow streets 
and very tall houses ; many are tea stories high. As it is 
built on several hills, from the windows of the upper town 
we looked down upon the roofs of the lower portion of the 
city. We stopped at the " Ecu de Genfiye," an excellent 
hotel ; almost as good as those in America. It is just upon 
the bank of the dashing Rhone, and we dined at seven, to the 
accompaniment of the rushing waters. 

We spent three or four days in a delightful manner, visit- 
ing the curiosities of the town, and driving amid the environs. 
We saw the church of Saint Pierre, commenced in the 
eleventh century. It contains the same pulpit in which 
Calvin preached. It is a simple and plain building, without 
oraaraent. In front of it is an old tree, called the " Oak of 
Calvin," The great reformer forbade the people of G-eneva 
to erect over his body any monument. His grave has only 
a marble aiah, with the letters " J. C." upon it. 

We visited the ditch called " La Corraterie," the scene 
of the famous," Escalade " in 1602, when the town was 
nearly captured by the Savoyards. The anniversary of the 
night is still celebrated nd the i on atieepan shown with 
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There were several good paintings by native artists of Alpine 
sccnerjj and a picture of Jean Jacques Eousseau, said to be a 
remarkable resemblance. The " Death-bed scene of Calvin " 
ivaa excellent, also the "Eelease of Bonniyard." The botani- 
cal gardens, laid out by Decandolle, are very fine, containing 
the rarest flowers, and most magnificent old trees. 

We drove to the "junction of tho rivers." The Shone 
leaves the lake as clear as crystaL The stones and pebbles 
can be distinctly seen twenty feet deep. The Arve comes 
directly from the glaciers of Mont Blanc, and is like a stream 
of mud. The two rivers flow on side by side for a long dis- 
tance ere they mingle into one. At last the dark overpowers 
the bright, and the clear blue waters of the Ehoce are lost 
in the turbulent Arve. Thus the influence of the evil 
often overcomes the good in the natural as well as in the 
moral world. 

From the Rhone and the An'e, we continued oar drive 
to Ferney, once the dwelling-place of Voltaire, and thereby 
" made most classic ground." He lived there twenty years, 
and some relies of him are yet preserved. Oji a height near 
Fei-ney, wo obtained an admirable view of the city and of 
Mont Blanc. In front of us were the Saiene Mountains, 
where, only one month since, a sad accident occurred to two 
Englishmen. They attempted to scale tho mountain, which 
presents an almost perpendicular wall of rock, and both fell 
into a dark chasm two hundred feet deep. One was in- 
stantly killed, and the other had his leg fearfully crushed. 
He remained twelve hours in this situation by the side of his 
dead comrade. Some peasants going out at early morn- 
ing to their work, heard his shrieks of despair, and coming 
to the verge of the abyss, they fastened ropes above to the 
rocks, and swung themselves down to the wretched sufferer ; 
then they tied strong cords around him, and those above 
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drew him up and brought him to the city, where he atill 
lingers in great anguish. 

We went to the " Campagne Diodati," where Byron wrote 
his Manfred ; also, the third ^anto of Childa Harold. In 
1816 he lived tliero for some time. 

"We have mot many agreoahlc people in Geneva, among 
whom we were glad tn greet our esuellent friends Major and 
Mrs Porter, of America. The Rhone was a perfect enchant- 
ment to me. Upon its swiftly flowing waters I gazed for 
hours; they were singularly blue, as blue as indigo. This 
color is said to he produced by the admixture of iodine ; at 
least, siioh was the opinion of Sir Humphrey Davy. When 
night came, the lights upon the islands, and in the eity, 
reflected into the river, made a grand illumination beneath 
the waters. Long would wu tarry at our parlor-window, 
looking out upon the novel Boene, until the quietude of tlio 
midnight was around us, broken only by the dashing Rhone 
and the jingle nf the bells of the diligenee ; then, often in 
the visions of the dream-world, the munareh mountain loom- 
ed majestically grand and sublime. 

Au</. 30ft. — By six this morning we woro up, seated by 
the open window, writing letters to our dear ones at home. 
The soft light fell sweetly upon the winged Rhone, for it 
really seems the waters do not run, but fly with the swift- 
ness of a bird. By eight we were on board a small steamer 
ascending the lake ; the mists enveloped the mountains, but 
gradually disappeared, thus unfolding scene after scene of 
picturesque beauty. Along the shores were many elegant 
villas built by English people, who have a gi-eat affeotiou for 
this lake. 

Merges was the first town at whioh we touched. Near it 
is the " Old Castle of Wuffens." Tradition says it was 
built by Queen Bertha in the tenth century. 
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We coasted slowly along until we eame to Laussane, on 
the nortii shore of the lake. We landed at Ouchey, the sea 
or lake port of the city. Just on tLe elioro wc saw the 
" Hotel de I'Aaore," where Lord Byi-on wrote his " Prisoner 
of Chillon," in the space of two days, while an Alpine storm 
detained him within its walls. 

From Ouohey, we drove on m 1 t L ss gu- 

lar-looMng town, with streets a t p 1 d the 

road across the Jura. On th mm t f tt m t in, 
upon whose side the houses seem to 1 tl t! d al. 

Itis the finest Gothic dmrch in S t Id dialg ia 
the year 1000, and completed in 1275, The interior is cold, 
white, and unadorned by either pictures or statuary. There 
are, however, several mail-clad effigies of great men of the 
olden time; among them, that of Otho f Gr'inson, and of 
Bernard de Monthon, the founder of the Hospice of the great 
St. Bernard. Curious pillars sustain the loftj roof; they 
consist of one large central column, with eight smaller ones 
clustering around it. There was no altir Trat -m elaborately 
carved pulpit, whence the faith of Calvm is pieaohed. In 
front of the cathedral was a broad terrace, from which we 
looked down upon the roofs of houses seven stories high. To 
attain this height wo climbed up sis hundred steps, but were 
amply repaid by the magnificent view whicjji met our eyes as 
we left the cathedral. The entire lake was reyealed to ns, 
while to the south, the Alps of Savoy loomed up like grand 
ramparts. In all direotioua were viUages, vineyards, green 
meadows, and yellow grain-fields. 

As we were gazing upon this lovely scene, afar over Mont 
Blanc came the black clouds, and we were warned a storm 
was approaching ; so we hastened down the steps, and sought 
skelter in the " Hotel Gibbon," and thence into the garden 
to a pavilion, built upon the precise spot where stood the 
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Bumm li US n isli Ii the gre t Listoraii Trota iLe 1 t 
words of tl e D 1 ne and P 11 of the Eo a ii E p re It 
■was u[ on a cl ff o el oli og the whole lake There e seat 
od our elv a to w tcl the com ng sto n w th Bj on s poem 
to " Lako Le an nor hands How f en n other 
dajSj h I the e stinz a del ghted t, and 1 ttle d 1 mig n 
tion p cture then the one ho r ot o r 1 fe filled w th the 
visioo of w H beauty ther n des r bed It wa i glor ous 
^ectaole ! Over the great mountains came the black-wingCd 
clouds, partei! at intervals by the red gleams of the lightning, 
which seemed not only to cleave their dark masa^, but to 
dart down beneath the waters of the yet plaeid lake. 

"Far along. 
Prom peak to peak, the rattling crags amoog, 
Leaps the live thumper I Not from one lone cloud, 
But every monntain now hath found a tongue. 
And Jnra answere, through her misty shroud. 
Back to the joyous Aips,' who call to her aloud! 

Soon the peals of "heaven's own artillery " proclaimed 
the approach of the Storm-King. Then the calm lake seem- 
ed to awaken from its silence, and the white waves dashed 
madly upon the shore, until the azare hue of its waters was 
lost in sheets of fleecy foam, almost rivalling tho anow of the 
Alps above. The wind rushed down the gorges of the 
■mountains, with a wailing plaint, like tho anguish of despair, 
and mingled with the thunder and the dashing waves, in 
strange and wild harmony fleweie tiuly grieved when 
great cataracts of rain came down from the black clouds, 
thus draining them of then gloomy giandeui 

The thunder still murmuied among tho 4.1ps, the lake 
was still white with its snjw crested waves when a si 
reached ua, that we must baeten to Ouchey to be ii 
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tor tte steamer. Thus wo were compelled to leave the pa- 
vilion of the " Hotel Gibbon." We jumped into the car- 
riage, and drove rapidly down, the mountain streets. On 
each side of the road were great streams, dashing along with 
the fleetness of tlie chamois. From them we could well im- 
agine the resistless power of an Alpine torrent, for even roclrs 
in their way were borne along as thongh they were but 
feathers. 

By the time we came to the beach, all traces of the storm 
bad vanished, though the lake was yet fretting and foaming. 
As the steamer could not touch at the <jiiai for us, we were 
taken off to her in a small boat, and had rather a perilous 
row over the " troubled waters," which however ended safe- 
ly, and wc were soon steaming up to Vevay, On board 
were the most mournfal sot of passengers. They had en- 
opuntered the storm in tho mid-lake, and had all been " sea^ 
sick," and were drenched with rain, having been forced to 
remmn on deck, in consequence of their terror. " Sea-sick 
on Late Leman ! " exclaimed a fat Englishman, " it is a dese- 
cration of romance and poetry." " Searsick on Lake Leman 1 " 
cried a delicate woman, " I should not wonder if tho ghost 
of Lord Byron were to rise in horror I " Poor creatures ! 
how they mourned and sighed I — the G-ermans smoked furi- 
ously, and the Englishmen consoled themselves by cursing 
the steamer, and all pertaining to the lake. Happily for 
ns, we had only enjoyed the magnificence of the scene, seated' 
in our eyrie, o'erlooking the tumultuous lalce, and realizing 
all the grandeur of Byron's description. 

Yevay. — It was a bright evening when we reached Vevay, 
and a charming walk brought us to the " Hotel of the Three 
Crowns " — a fine house, with floors of mosaic of marble, 
noble corridors, and a splendid dining-room, with windows 

Vol. I.— 8* 
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opening upon an exquisite flower-garden, planted on a terrace 
just on the verge of tlie lake. 

After dinner, we walked along the shore for Boveral 
hours. The deepest silence prevailed, broken only by the 
ripple of the waters upon the heaoh. The margin of the 
horizon was darkened by the bold Alps, and Jura's chain 
was visible in the clim distance. The air was filled with 
fragrance, and " nature seeraed in sober contemplation " to 
spread its wings of peace over tlie fair land. 
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Firmly impressed with that belief, we lingered on tlie star- 
lit terrace until long after the midnight. 

Vevay ia the Roman Vibiacum; it ia built on the 
shores of tlie lake, just at the foot of tho vine-covered moun- 
tains, and has an admirable view of the snowy Alps. Rous- 
seau declared that it was the most lovely spot of earth. In 
a grove above the town we found a quainf^looking church, 
erected in 1438. It is noted as the burial-place of Brough- 
ton, who read the sentence of death to Charles I. ; also of 
Ludlow, the regicide. Many famous winea are made from 
the grapes of the vineyards near Vovay, among which the 
Fliierie and La VauK are the most delicious. 

We accompanied an agreeable party to " Chillon," and 
there passed an enchanting day. We were rowed down in a 
small boat with a fmciful awning. The blue waters spar- 
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klcd like nijriada of gems in the radiant sun-light, as we 
slowly glided along, Clarens first claimed our interest, as 
the dwelling-place of Rousseaa's " Julie," and aroand wtich 
Byron lias also tlirown the imuiortalitj of his verse. 

" Clarens, sweet Clarens, birthplace of deep Lovel 
Thine air is the young breath of passionate thought ; 
Tbj trees take root in Love ; the snows above 
The very glaciers have his colors caught. 
And suD'Set into rose-Iiues sees them wrought, 
By rays which sleep there lovingly." 

Next came the Castle of Blonay, and the Chatelard, and 
the village of Monirevx, said to be the healthiest town on 
the lake. For the population, fewer persona die there than 
in any other part of the world. 

The shores of Lake Leman are in striking contrast. On 
the north side, immense mountains crowd to the verge of 
the water ; they are barren, and fiirrowed with great wrinkles ; 
while to the south, the swelling hills and vine-covered slopes 
come down to meet the pretty little villages, chalets, and long 
avenues of old oaks. 

" laka Leman lies by Chillon's walls ; 
A thousand feet in depth below 
Its niassj walers meet and flow ; 
Thus mnch the fetliom-linB was sent 
From Chillon's snow-whil« battlement." 

The Oasile of Chillon. — With feelings of almost rev- 
ereuee we crossed the wooden bridge connecting ChiUon to the 
main land, and entered the time-worn walls of the Castle, 
Tt was built upon a great rock, near the south shore of the 
lake, in 1238, by Araedeus of Savoy, and used by him as a 
prison-house. A pretty blue-eyed Swiss girl, with a large 
straw flat upon her head, was our cicerone, or guide. Sho 
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Q good Freccli, all the wonders of the Castle, and 
wo eagerly followed her through all the windings and twist- 
iDgs of the old towers, up atone steps to the highest points, 
and down them to the " depths below." 

The walls of the Castle are of great thickness ; lofty tur- 
rets spring from the four corners of the building, while one 
of immense height rises from the centre. In the southern 
turret we were shown the apartments once occupied by Count 
Pierre and his beautiful wife. The frescoes on the walls are 
still bright in many places, although centuries have passed 
since the artist painted them. From the window of the 
countess's chamber, we beheld a view of unrivalled loveliness. 
Far beneath the surface of the late, are the dungeons, and 
the oublieiies — trap-doors — through which the condemned 
were thrown into a dark chasm, where myriads of knives, 
with up-turned points, received them, and quickly did the 
work of death. 

In the dungeons of Chillon many of the Reformers were 
confined. Bonnivard was the real "Prisoner of Chillon." 
He was the Prior of Saint Victor, and having offended the 
Duke, was secretly conveyed to the Castle, and imprisoned 
for the space of six years. In 1536 the Swiss conquered the 
country from Charles of Savoy. Chillon held out for him 
until the "Pays de Vaud" was captured; then seven thou- 
sand Bernese, besieging it by land and water, soon obtained 
possession, and freed all the prisoners ; among them was Bon- 
nivard. At the Musee Bath, in Geneva, we had seen a 
painting representing the " Eelease of Bonnivard." The 
picture shows him chained to the column, his black robe 
clinging around his emaciated form, and his long gray hair 
floating wildly over his shoulders. His eyes are raised to- 
wards heaven, while the expression of his face tells the story 
of his sufferings. Although the soldiers have stricken off 
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Lis chains, lie still remaiDs motio I t t W 1 

fill changes occurred while Bon d w p H 

had left G-eneva devoted to the h 1 i th d d p e 
denoy on the Duke of Savoy. H f d t wh h m 
out, free, a Republic, aad profess th R f m d 1 g 

The dungeon of Bonnivard w y 1 i t f 

it out out of tho living rock. It h d 1 massy 

and gray," The roof was arched d tb g m 

hlance to the erypt of a church. There were several aper- 
tures like windows, througk which the sunlight entered ; not 
the true sunboama, but rays reflected from the. surface of the 
lake, tinged with the blue of its waters : 

"A sunbeam which hatli lost ita way, 
And through the crevice and Ihe cleft 
Of the thick waU, is fallen and left ; 
Creeping o'er the floor eo damp. 
Like a marsh's meteor-lamp," 

As we loitered amid the recesses of the prison, a discua- 
sioti arose among the party on the possibility of seeing the 
" Little Isle." Several contended it was not visible from the 
apertul-es of the dungeon, but upon closer inspection we dis- 
covered it could bo seen by a man as tall as the paintings 
represent Bonnivard : 

" And then there was a little Is!e, 
Which in my very face did smile, 

The only one in view; 
A small green Isle — !t seemed no more, 
Scarce broader than my dungeon floor ; 
But in it there were three tall trees, 
And o'er it blew the raonntain-breeze, 
And by it there were waters flowing, 
And on it were young flowers growing, 

Of gentle breath and hue." 
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We wPi-o pointed out the ring to wbict Bonnivard ivas 
chaiaed for six years, and saw the traces of his footsteps in 
the solid rook, worn by constant pacing. It ia said Byron 
was ignorant of the sufferings of the real prisoner until after 
he had completed his poem; hut thia'eannot be, as he has too 
truly portruyed the bitterness of that 

Below the surface Of the lake." 
His sonnet to Eonnivard is esquiaite : 

"Chillon; thy prison ia a holy plaee. 
And thy sad floor an altar ; for 'Iwas fjod 
Until his very stepa have left a trace 
Worn, ae if the cold pavement were asod, 
By Botmivard I May none thoae marlta efface. 
For they appeal from tyranny to God." 

A queer old Englishmaa joined us as we were descending 
the dungeon steps, and he cjuestionod every statement of the 
Swiss girl, and at last insisted the prisoner could only have 
walked four steps one way and four steps the other ; thus the 
rock was worn away by the feet of other persons, purposely 
to " humbug Tisitors." How provoking are these nU admi- 
ran people, throwing a black veil over enjoyment, and de- 
stroying the romance of one's feelings. Enthusiasm is always 
delightful, and we found ourselves irresistibly drawn towards 
those of our party who felt the potent spell of genius, cast 
around the spot by the mighty mind of the great poet. 

At evening we returned to Yevay, passing again the pic- 
turesque scenery which had so charmed us in the morning. 
We spent some hours walking through the town, and stopping 
by tho fountains, whore crowds of women were assembled, 
dipping up water in large buckets, for their family use. 
frencli appeared the language generally spoken, though we 
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liGard also a liarsh-sounding patois. The iuhabitjiDts were 
ratlicr a liomcly people, sallow and thin ; tliey wore polite 
and kindly- mannered. Several times duriag our wanderings 
we lost our way, and ivei'e obliged to inijuire of the passers- 
by the proper direction. Invariabiy, they not only told us, 
hut accompanied us a portion of the distance, talking in the 
most intelligent manner, and giving' us any information we 
requu'ed. WLenevev we went into the shops, they would in- 
sist that we should be seated ere they displayed their goods- 
Wheu they found we came from America, they often said, 
" America is a noble country ; it is free, like our own I " The 
government of Switaerland resembles that of the Republic 
of the United States : their President is elected once in five 



The environs of Vevay ; 
passed the day amid them, and beneath the shade of the 
great elms ; at sis o'clock in the evening we left the town 
and drove along the shore. At Clarens we stopped to look 
upon the view thence, said to be the most exc[uisite upon the 
lake. The mountains of the Rhone valley, the rocks of La 
Meillerie, and Ohilloa, are all eomprised in the panorama. 

" 'Twas not for fiction chose RouBsenu tliia spot, 
Peopling it with affectiona; but lie found 
It was the eccne which pasaion must allot 
To the mind's purified beiiiga ; 'twaa the gcouod 
Where early love his Psyche's aoiie unbound, 
And hallowed it with loveUness ; 'tis lone, 
And wonderful, and deep, and hath a sound, 
And sense, and ^ght of sweetness : here the Ehnne 
Hath spread himself a couch, the Alps hate rear'da throne." 

Beautiful and true was the description of Ejroti, and 
never did his wonderful power appear more striking to us 
than when we gazed upon the scene. How lovely was that 
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evening drive along the vine-clad slopes of Lake Lenian ! The 
air was pure and freah, as tliough it were just from, the gates 
of Paradise ; the sunlight falling upon the high mountain- 
tops, caat their shadows on the lake, tlius mirroring a dark 
mountain-chain bouoatli the waters. Boats with Lateen sails 
were resting idly, while the dip of the oar and the rush of 
the waterlaU were tho only sounds abroad. 

After passing Chillon, we came to the " Hotel Byron," 
situated high up the cliffs. In the garden, which came down 
to the water's edge, were groups of visitors and throngs of 
laughing children. 

At Villeneuve we parted with the lake ; a feeling of deep 
regret possessed us, as we looked our last upon that gem of 
the Alps; there was a sweet quietude, a balmy feeling steal- 
ing over our hearts, as wo wandered amid these mountains 
perfectly delightful, and we would fain have lingered, but our 
" way was still onward." 

Just above tho summit of the distant Alps rose up " the 
Comet of 1853," with its long train of dazzling light; we 
gazed upon it until the high cliffs hid it from our view. We 
dashed rapidly along the valley, crossing tho river several 
times, 

"Journeying upivardbj the Rhone, 
That there came down a torrant from the Alps," 

We passed the bridge of Saint Maurice, which is a bold 
arch, spanning the stream. It was sustained on the one side 
by the Deni ds Morchs and on tho other by the Dent de 
Midi. Beneath it the Rhone, imprisoned by the mighty 
rocks, rushed and foamed along like the rapids of Niagara. 
There is a tradition that here the Legion of Thobans, com- 
manded by St. Maurice, suffered martyrdom, by the order of 
Masimian, in A. B. 302, ia consequence of their refusal to 
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abandon the religion of Christ. In the fourth century the 
first Ahhay was founded amid the Alps, and named St. Mau- 
rice, in remembrance of the martyr. 

We passed neir the W atertall of the Sallenche," which 
revealed ita jresence ly louls of snowy spray; then Sex, 
remarkable for ts salt wells ind ^fart^gny, where the road 
from the great St Ber ird an 1 al^o that from Chamouni, 
interaeot the & n plon The ru ns of La Baire, once a tower 
of strength belon^, ng to the A chb shops of Sion, were 
clearly visible n the starl ght 

When the 1 V il wne 1 an I we saw the inhabitants passing 
along to their Ttork, we were struck with their miserable and 
squalid appearance ; so different from the neat and tidy look of 
the people of the Pat/s de Vaud. We soon saw many persons 
with goitres, and also the cretins. It is impossible to imagine 
any thing more horrible or more disgusting than these goitres. 
We remarked them not only upon the necks of men and of 
women, but also upon small children. The cretins are idiots 
who go wandering along the waysido, palo and skeletoa-liko. 
We inquired of the peasants every where we stopped what 
was the cause of the goitres. Some told me it was caused 
by the damp atmosphere of the Ehone valley. Some said it 
was induced by drinking the water from the glaciers, and 
others attributed the malady to the uncloanliness of the peo- 
ple. From whatever cause it arises, there can bo no sight 
more pitiable and sad. 

At Brieg we breakfasted. The little village contained a 
Jesuit college with gilded towers, and the chateau of the 
Baron Stock Alper, decorated in the same manner. There 
was also a Convent of the Ursulines. We saw many priests 
along the road, and heard German spoken, which is the lan- 
guage of the whole canton of the Vallais. 
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The road of the Simplon is in trutli one of tbe most 
magaificent works of this century. Napoleon determined it 
should be made immediately after ho had crossed the great 
St. Bernard. Whoa the battle of Marengo was " fought and 
won," he commanded his engineers to maiie a surcey of the 
route. Those of C^ard were deemed the best, and therefore 
chosen. Oa the Italian side it was commenced in 1800, and 
on the Swiss in 1801. It required the labor of six years to 
complete it, as the road passed over more than sis hundred 
bridges, great and small. Napoleon was eseeedlngly inter- 
ested in the progress of the work. Whenever information 
was brought him concerning it, he would always ask, " Le 
canon — quand pourrait-il passer au Simplon ? " showing 
his great object was the more easy transportation of his 
powerful artillery. 

At Brieg the road left the "arrowy Rhone," and we 
drove rapidly np the Simplon. So gradual was the ascent^ 
we were scarcely conscious of the height we had attained, 
save by the clearer view of the distant valleys. The weather 
was delightful; not in the slightest degree cold, but gentle 
and soft as the sweetest days of our spring. 

When -we lost sight of the Ebona valley the road 
turned away from the Glytzhom, which rose up like a grand 
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rampart, and passed by tlie Brieihorn into the gorge of the 
Saltinc, where we crossed a fierce torrent xipon a covered 
hridge. 'Sa.t, fir above us we saw the clear, pale blue fields 
of ice, and wer 11 1 pw 1 would pass near them. 

The view f h fl p b u was admirable. We 

seemed as tboig d j b 11 n, with tlie valleys of 

Bi-ieg and To ^ d ben^tb us. After 

cbaDging horse w ss 1 b pi f Gauther and another 
furious toi-rent f \> P t de Ga ther. The plain ia 
Ycr J dangerous 1 ^ ^ ^ lanebes every winter. 

Now, we p d h H 1 labor of making the 

road. There w ml f 1 1 aa nry and hundreds of 
feet of gallerie fmdp lyfhl ing rock and partly 
of huge pillars f dm The turnings and wind- 

ings of the way were really lacredible One valley we passed 
entirely around three times upon 1 Ig bu 1 ne 

above the other, as tbough they b 1 n ed me g an h ng- 

ing garden. When we gained th umm w uld far 

below us the narrow track like a wb aa up u h m n- 

tain-side. Well might Sir Jam Ma k b y f hia 
road: " It is the greatest of all li m a m n hat 1 ale 
the imagination by their eplend and n) n to 

general eonvenience." 

The first gallery we entered was that of Sehalbei, uyiety- 
five feet long, and emerging from it we beheld all the glory 
of the Bernese Alps. These were the peaks of the Jirie- 
ihorn, the Aleisch MOmer, and the Tiescher Homer, stand- 
ing in bolS relief against the clear sky. Their summits were 
covered with snow, while between them appeared the glaciers 
wf Ahtsok, the most extensive of the Alps. The scene was 
indescribably grand. 

The glacier of the Saltwasser was just above us, not 
more than a hundred yards away. The color of the ice was of 
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tlie deepest blue, with long streaks of white through it, caused 
by the melting of the mass. Several torrents rushed from be- 
neath it, and fell over the cliffs in sheets of snow-like foam ; 
our eyes followed them until they were lost la the dim depths, 
thousands and thousands of feet below. Far above, where 
no human feet have trod, were the wild goats (the chamois of 
the Alps), standing in perfect security upon the topmost peak 
of the Simplon, which was uncovered, although around and 
below it the " everlasting snows " lay pure and deep. 

Along this portion of the road the avalanches are fre- 
quent; also the ioM?-men(es (sudden storms}. Hence the con- 
Btruetion of many galleries as places of protection. They are 
made in such a manner that the avalanches slide over them 
and fall into the valleys below. After passing through one of 
these long-arched tunnels, termed the " glacier galleries," 
with great apertures like windows, we found ourselves beneath 
a waterfall, which came roaring from the glaciers above, and 
rushed over the rocks, forming the roof of our gallery; thus 
we beheld the fearful sight, while we felt ourselves in safety. 

From gallery to gallery we drove on until we came out 
upon the edge of the precipice Then for the first time a 
sensation of fear thrilled our hearts, or r.ifher of awe. Before 
us were the Bernese Alps in then lonely grandeur. Far 
below hito caverns and chasms of untold depth fell the glacier 
torrents, echoing from peak to peak the music of the water- 
fall. Far above all, arose the summit of the Simplon in 
white and chilly grandeur. It was entirely covered wilh 
snow, save a few pulpit-shaped rocki Around it was a 
crown of clouds, touched by the sunbeams and wrought into 
fantastic banks of rose-hue, exquisitely beautiful to behold. 
Neithershrub, tree, nor Bower formed a portion of ihe majestic 
spectacle, where " Alps rose over Alps," while the brilliant 
snow of ages, the eternal glaciers, and the mighty rooks 
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veigaed supreme. Never did I feel my bouI more perfectly 
raised from " Nature i^p to Nature's &od I'" WIio could be 
a skeptic in a scene Hlte this, wlicfo the Laud of the " fireat 
Architect " is so manifest in the glories of his creation. A 
feeling of profound gratitude filled my bosom that my oyee 
had dwelt upon this glorious mountain-world, and that within 
my memory it would be a joy forever. 

Higher and higher we went, until wo percetVed near us the 
little cross marking the culminating point of the road, sis 
thousand five hundred and seventy-eight foot above the level of 
the sea. Although the elevation was so great, the atmosphere 
was pleasantly warm, and the air so pure and clear, objects 
exceedingly distant seemed incredibly near. We left the 
diligence and climbed a rocky eminence, where we drank a 
bumper of _;?eurie to " those we love best" in our far-away 
home, turning our iacea westward towards our hearts' Meeca, 
as wo wafted them blessings fond and true. 

Across a gray, barren plain, we drove to a largo hospice, 
commenced by the command of Napoleon, and since completed. 
It is occupied by friars of the Augustine order. They give 
shelter to travellers during periods of stormy weather. We 
saw there the dogs of the great St. Bernard ; they are almost 
as largo as a well-grown calf, and are covered with thick, 
shaggy hair. Father Barras came out to speak with us. He 
is noted for his kindness to strangers, and has a most benevo- 
lent face. 

Along the Simplon road there are sis houses of refuge for 
" the traveller worn and weaij ' They are most valuable 
asylums, for the tempests often arise so suddenly, it would be 
impossible to escape certain destruction were not these places 
of protection wisely placed withm the reach of the wayfarer. 
Then the avalanches occur when the " heavens are brightest." 
We beard the erusbing sound of one, but it was happily tar 
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away from us in a distant vallej. Tlie houses of refuge are 
built with massive walls aud fui-niahed with an abundance of 
fire-wood. Some few are occupied by miaerabte-lookiug peas- 
ants, who will wait upon a stranger for a good compensation. 
Others are left open, and all enter who wish, free and with- 
out charge. 

Often in letters to dear Mamma, have I told her of the 
delight we have experienced in meeting friends and acquaint- 
ances in all our wanderings. But we did not imagine, amid 
the glaciers and the eternal snows, almost in the skies [for 
some clouds were below us), that we should still find one. 
During all the day we had remarked a handsome man, with 
a noble, distinguished air, walking at times along the moun- 
tain-road. Upon inquiry we discovered he was the occu- 
pant of the carriage folloning our diligence, "When we stop- 
ped at the hospice he came up to ua, and presented a bouquet 
of Alpine flowers which he had gathered during the morning. 
There was a certain grace aad gallant manner which at once 
induced me to boliove he was an American ; therefore to be 
assured of my supposition, I made some remark concerning 
" our country," and found we had known each other well in 
" days long past;" and thus on the summit of the Simplon I 
met a friend. It was truly a bright and sparkling incident 
in "the pass of the Simplon." Mr. Ogden was with a 
party of mtolligent gentlemen from the United States, who 
were journeying our way, and we travelled together several 
days. 

At Simplon (Semplone ia Italian) wo dined, and then 
proceeded on to the Gallery of Algaby, the first on the Ital- 
ian side of the mountain. It ia along the Doveria, near 
where it rushes iuto the Gorge of Gondo. Words cannot 
even give a shadow of the wild and savage grandeur of this 
Alpine gorge. Goethe, in his Faust, has pictured just such 
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scones of mysterious gloom. The moantains appeiired to 
liave been rent asunder by some fierce oonvulsioo. of nature, 
leaving a pass-way for the Doveria, wbich rushes through, 
sometimes a roaring river, then falling, a grand catai'act, into 
the dark chasm below. The road is upon a terrace of solid 
ftiasonry, or else upon a ledgo cut in tie rock, directly along 
the verge of the torrent. Far above, on the top of the clifi', 
was a fringe of fir-treea ; all below them was the barren gray 
roct, in places perfectly white, from the sheets of snowy 
foam, caused by the myriads of waterfalls which came dash- 
ing down their sides, and wore lost in mists ere they reached 
the Dovoria. 

We crossed the msbing river upon the Ponte Alto, and 
came to a projection of the mountain it seemed utterly im- 
possible to pass. But the skilful engineers had accomplished 
wonders; iostead of going round it, we suddenly dived into 
the Gallery of G-ondo, six hundred feet long. It appeared 
intermioable, although there were gi-eat windows to give 
light. At last the guard called out wo were nearly through. 
Infinite was our amazement and terror when the diligence 
omei-gcd from the gallery, and passed under the great water- 
fall of the Frascinnone I Our hearts almost ceased to beat, 
as the foam of the roaring, wildly- rushing torrent dashed into 
our faces, and a sound like that of the crashing avalanche as- 
sailed our ears. I suppose that we screamed ; but the hu- 
man voice was unheard in the fierce tumult of waters. We 
were only two minutes beneath the cataract, they told us; 
but fear so painfully magnified the time, it really seemed an 
hour. The cascade, descending from the highest point of 
the rocky battlement above, leaves a spaoe between the stream 
and the clifi', along which the workmen have cut a kind of 
huge shelf where the road passes. Although apparently so 
dangerous, we were assured it was entirely safe. When be- 
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yaiid the resell of the spray, we insisted upon stopping, tbat 
we might looir upon the FrascinnonB waterfall. It was a 
scene of matchle^ grandeur ! The immense moantaina rose 
up aa high as tlio Hawk's Nest of the Kanawha River. A 
little strip of sky appeared to roof over the great abyss, 
where the Doyeria torrents and ourselves were sole occu- 
pants. 

The road continued te wind around and around along the 
terrace built up to support it, or through great caverns 
pierced in the living rock. On all sides there was a concert 
of waterfalls, of every size, form, and dimension; each one 
had its peculiar note of wild melody, as it rushed down the 
mountain, and mingled with the turbulent river far in the 
gulf below. 

We passed Gunz (or Gondo), the last village of the Val- 
lais canton, and then came to IseHa, the first Italian or 
rather Austrian post, situated in a narrow valley, just on the 
edge of the foaming waters. There our passports and lug- 
gage were examined. As the soldiers went very L 
work to accomplish this, the deep night came ere il 
plated. Hence wo were compelled to leave the ( 
and remain at the neat little inn of Isella. The sound of the 
rushing Doveria lulled us to sweet slumbers, and we could 
scarcely credit our eyes when we unclosed them at the call 
of our servant, and found daylight was with us again. We 
quickly made our toilette, and were soon in the carriage 
which we hired to take us to Dmno d'Ossolo. 

The clear morning light lit up with glory the Val Dove- 
dro, which we now entered. In a few miles we came to the 
traces of the storm of 1839, which qiiite destroyed this por- 
tion of the road. Immense rocks, as large as feudal castles, 
were hurled down the mountain- side, crushing the bridges. 
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aDd effaciDg every vestige of a road. The Sardinian govern- 
mcnt are slowly rebuilding it. Wo still continued on the 
banks of the Doveria torrent, crossing it at Crevola on a 
wooden bridge, where it joined the Toce. From the centre 
of that hridge we first looked upon beautiful Italy. 
Vol. L— 9 
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We were now in the Vol d'Ossolo, and all was changed. 
The trees were greenly luxuriant, and all of chestnut. Vil- 
lages arose in all directions, witi the houses painted white, 
and the churches likewise, each one having a campanelle {bel- 
fry) rising hy its side, like an ancient tower, thua adding to 
the picturesquenesa of the scene. The Alps, in tte distance, 
were like a frowning bulwark, to shut out the rude north, 
while, towards the south, they softened in outline, and were 
rich in the varied beauty of field, village, and vineyard. 

The posiiffKone, walking by the side- of the carriage, 
amused me greatly. When 0. and 11 left it to walk, I asked 
him to point out the remains of a Eoman tridge, across which 
the French passed as they marched to the field of Marengo. 
When we reached it, he showed me the ruins, and spoke with 
enthusiasm of "the great General." I remarked to him, 
" So you admire Napoleon I " He drew himself up and re- 
plied, " Signora, all great minds appreciated him." Then 
he expatiated upon the benefits conferred on Italy by Napo- 
leon. Thus I found him always the idol, not only with the 
great,"but among the lowliest^ 

We had not passed many miles into the Vol d'Ossolo, 



,1 Google 



BEGGAET A PEOFESSION. 195 

before the beggars appeared ; and, upon inquiring why tley 
were so num.orous, our postiglione answered in his quaint 
language, mingled patois and Italian, " Beggary is a profes- 
sion, Signora. Every one should have a profession. Some 
take that of priest, some of robher, and many of beggar," 

Upon tlio last bridge of the route, we turned to take a. 
parting look upon the distant gorge of Gondo, and the snow- 
capped Alps, with their azai'o glaciers. Although glorious 
and classic Italy lay before us, a regret stole over our hearts 
to leave 

" The Alpa, 
The palaces of nMure, whose vast walls 
Have pinnacled in clouds tlielr snowj scalps, 
Aud throned etciuity in icy halls 
Of cold sublimity, where forms and falla 
The avalanche— the thunderbolt of snow ! " 

There is a spedaliU (if I may thus apply a term of com- 
merce to a description of nature) which is enchanting. Every 
mountain Beems to possess a special beauty, and is in itself a 
picture, apart from the grand surroundings of foaming cata- 
racts, of snow-capped peaks, of deep-blue glaciers, and crash- 
ing avalanches, " Whoso first beholds the Alpa," said Eogers, 

" instantly receives into his sou! 
A sense, a feeling that be loses not, 
A sometMng that informs him 'tis a moment 
Whence he may date henceforward and for ever." 

Swiftly we passed along down a valley filled with grape- 
vines, not in trim vineyards, but trained from tree to tree, 
waving gracefully in the breeae, then through lields of ripe 
grain and green meadows, to Domo d^Ossolo, a real Italian 
town, with long colonnades and parti-colored awnings before 
the doors. There were multitudes of lazzaroni (idle fel- 
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lows), witli amazing bright eyes and mahogany-lmed legs ; 
there were black-haired women, with veils over their heada, 
and very oM women, with dingy shawls instead. No one ap- 
peared occupied ; evei-y body was idle, talking and gesticu- 
lating. We drew tip at the Motel de Ville, a large, oriental- 
looking building, with marble floors and handsome suites of 
apartments, with fantastically curtained beds. 

We only tarried in Domo (TOssolo until we could obtain 
a ehar A bane, with post-horses, and then went on with Mr. 
Ogden and Mr. Rockwell to Lai/o di Maggiore. Leaving 
the highway, we struck into a country road, pacing through 
a lovely plain, varied by the frequent appearance of old Ko- 
man towers, built upon the mountain-tops one thousand years 
ago. The villages are beautiful at a distance, but near them 
the charm departs; they are frightfully dirty, with narrow 
streets, and squalid, nnhealthy-looking inhabitants. The 
young girls are really pretty ; but the old women are hid- 
eously ugly. The moment the carriage stopped to change 
horses, it was surrounded by beggars; some with enormous 
goitres ; some were cretins (idiots) ; many without arms, or 
legs, or eyes, or noses They came down upon vi liki, a clou 1 
of locusts. If one received chanty twenty took hi^ plice it 
once; and such entreaties such plaintnt, cues foi can 
idl " as would have di wn mcney from even the m nei s 
purse. When we had gnen awiy ill our money I was com 
polled to cover my face with my bin Is tj escape the sight 
of tlieir misery ; but I co ild not cl e my ears to their 
mournful voices. At one of the iilHgts thert, was i chill 
without either hands or feet Thev seemed to 1 ai e bepn 
out off just at the wrists -xnd the ankles let nofwithetand 
ing his lack of both, he moved rajidly oiei the giound aid 
was among the fi.rst to gither a« isual around the carru^ 
Although we had vowed to give away no more money to the 
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beggars, we could not resist the toaching appeal of those 
liandless arms held up to us. 

Being delayed an hour, we got out to visit an old castle 
on the hill-side, and, in returning from it, met again our poor 
little heggar. We asked one of the peasant women how he 
lost both feet and haads, and she replied, " They fell off in a, 
fever." But several of our party declared they had been 
out off by bis cruel parents, for the purpose of making him a 
" good beggar." When we translated this to her, she laughed 
and said it might be so ; for his lack of hands and feet 
was quite a fortune to his parents, as forestieri (strangers) 
willingly gave to him when they refused all others, as we 
had done. 

Every where we found the grapes suffering from the ma- 
latia, a kind of mould which covers the bunches and dries 
them up. Por three years the vintage has failed from this 
c^Tise, thus impoverishing still more the miserable inhabit- 
ants, who subsist entirely upon a paste made of the Turkish 
grain {a species of our Indian corn). They never taste meat 
more than two or three times in the year. 

The roads were excellent; still we went slowly along, 
our post-horses were such miserable, over-worked creatures. 
The vetturino was constantly whipping them, but could not 
hasten their speed. At length I implored him to be less 
cruel. He answered my entreaties by saying, " Cruel in- 
deed I the horses are used to it ; they expect it. I wish 
women never travelled ; they are too tender-hearted. I de- 
spise to drive a veiiura with a woman in it I " We knew 
not which were most objects of compassion — the women re- 
turning from the fields with great mountains of hay piled up 
on their shoulders, in a frame-work of wood strapped across 
their backs, or the poor horses, with their eruel drivers. In 
fact, the women and horBes have a sorry life of it. However, 
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in nearly all the countries of Europe the labor falls upon the 
peasant women ; and therefore they have little the look of 
our females. In early youth they have some charms ; biit 
sufforing and poverty soon efface them, and they become 
regular witches of Macheth, worthy to have stood as models 
to Shakspeare. 

We crossed the Toee several times in the most aEcieiit- 
looklng fervy-boata, with ferrymen in sandals of wood fastened 
across the foot. We stopped at one of the peasants' houses 
to purchase some fruit; and, while they were gathering it, 
wo saw an Italian infant, about two months old, wrapped up 
in roll after roll of cloth, precisely like an Egyptian mummy. 
The aims were free; but just below them began a wide 
bandage of some coarse material, which was wound around 
and around the poor little baby, until it was as tight aa a 
well pie'iied bale of Mobile cotton. "When the mother went 
to wmk in the field, she could fasten a hook into the cloth, 
and hang the child up to the limb of a tree to keep it out of 
haim, oi she might throw it carelessly over her shoulder, as 
though it were a stick of wood. When I inc[uJred of the 
mothci why she pursued such a frightful custom, she appeared 
amaacd, and answered me quite in Yankee fashion, by ex. 
claiming, ' Tou certainly don't live in a country wliere babies 
are '10 neglected as to be without wrapping-clothes the first 
SIX months ? " Thus to the list of the wretched and ill- 
tieated we added the babies, regular martyrs to the "cus- 
toms of the country." 

When we aiTived at the nest post-house, we reported our 
driver for cruelty, and received the promise that he should 
be instantly dismissed. With a new vitturino, in fanci- 
ful costume, and spirited horses, we soon came to Lago di 
Maggiore, and drove rapidly on to the town of Baveno. 
Leaving Octavia and R. to order the dinner at the inn, I 
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ran down to the sliore, to enjoy alone the first impression of 
tlie lovely scene. 

Maggiore and Como ! To look upon, them had been the 
pet dream of long years, and often had imagination painted 
their pietui-es upon my brain. Now Maggioro was before 
me, quite aa beautiful as the vision of my faney. From the 
shores of the emorald-bued lake the Alps arose on every 
side, forming a noble amphitheatre of mountains, many with 
" diaderaa of snow " around their summits, and others covered 
with the richest verdure. On the waters, like gaily deco- 
rated barks, seemed to float the Borroraean Islands of Isda 
Bella and Iso!a Madre "^rgeous with the luxuriant foliage 
1 fl w ftp 1 plants I w t 1 left to the 

t mjl t t fh 1 t al boatmen 

h d 1 t fF t m th water " and 

thwm d Idtpl edd ated 

bj tl K m t tl w h p f th d P I n to 
pt tl f th ] tt w y I w t w th a t ain 

f b ft m t th t mpl t d th us ad 

J to 1 h It w ally 1 fi with 

some ancient pictures, founded upon strange, wild legends. 
The priest belonging to the chapel kindly explained them to 
nie, and I was so absorbed in bis description that the neces- 
sity of returning to the inn quite passed from my mind. 
Suddenly I heard my name called out in a loud tone, and 
found our party had all come out in pursuit of me ; not find- 
ing me on the lake-shore, they rushed in all directions to 
seek me, supposing I had lost my way, 

Immediately after dinner we hired a small boat, a hacto- 
la, and rowed over to Isola Bella, whereon is erected the pal- 
ace of the Count Borromeo. Broad marble steps led from 
the water's edge to a wide esplanade or court, paved with 
great blocks of white and black marble, Thenee we passed 
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into the pakce ; the rooros were spacious and well furuished, 
the walla hung with fine paintings and objects of vertk, scat- 
tered in profusion over the tables Wc were most enchanted 
with tl g tt h th th 1 1 1 Th J a bout 

three f t b th lai d t f hed 

room th 1 g th fl th 1 11 i U the di- 

visio fthprt t fmlthll dp bblea 

from M g d L w th h 11 d b h f ral. 

The ariangem(,tit i^ extiemelj tasteful . first, it aeemed that 
a paste or mortar had been laid down, and while it was moist 
and soft the shells were imbedded within it, thus forming a 
singular and varied mosaic. In all the grottoes were statues 
by an Italian sculptor, Monti, each statue giving its name to 
the room containing it ; thus, there was the Grotto of Venus, 
the Grotto of Diana, the Grotto of Psyche, and ^he Grotto 
of Hebo. In the moat elegant of these apartments. they told 
us Napoleon breakfasted when he visited the palace. In one 
of the rooms above we also were shown into the chamber in 
which he slept ; the room, has never been oocopied since, hut 
remains furnished as when he left it. 

Ascending again into the palace, we passed out to the 
gardens. These are planted upon terraces, built up from the 
lake, and are said to be in imitation of the gardens of Baby- 
lon From the verj edge of the wafer they rise up in a pyr- 
imidal firm one above the other and ire planted with orange 
and lemon trees and with mjrfles and pomegranates ; enor- 
mous cuti spring from huge roika inl ^racetul statues peep 
from the wide leiied plants of the Indian Isles." Trees, 
shmbs and flowir's from all the land^ beyond the seas, are 
gatheied there We saw the Carolina pme and a curious 
specimen called the Tree of Louisiana The gardener 
showed us what he said was one of their raiest shrubs, the 
"Feather-Tree of the South Sea Islands.'' When we anproach- 
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ed it we found it was a common tree witli us, tlie " Crape Myr- 
tle," In a grove of cypress, oa the first terrace, wo saw the 
Laurel iree upon which Napoleon carved the word Batfaglia 
hefore the battle of Marengo. 

An ancestor of the present count determined in 1671 to 
•convert these barren rocks belonging to him into gardens as 
heautiful as those of Armida, He had arches built up from 
the water's verge, and then terrace after terracGj bringing all 
the earth from the mainland. The labor was immense, but 
the result enrapturing, we thought, as we wandered along 
the winding walks, and through rich groves of orange trees, 
laden with fruit, and between their branches caugbtglimfses 
of the snow-covered Alps of the Tyrol, while wo breathed an 
atmosphere like that of tropio regions. 

Count Borromeo has a iamily of five daughters and one 
son, a Cardinal in Eome. It is only during six months in 
the year they reside in the lake-palace. For the sis other 
months the eharraing laola Bella is deserted. The gardener 
told us that, in winter, pipes filled with hot water were con- 
veyed near the roots of the trees and plants, and wrappings 
of India matting placed around them. We saw the " Beau- 
tiful Isle " truly in its holiday dre.'s. The IsoJa Madre is 
higher and to the north of I&ola Bella, thus protecting it 
from the ludc winds, and hence its name of " Mother Isl- 
and." It is covered with gardens and graperies. There is 
a thiid island, called lidla dei Fesratori, occupied by poor 
fishermen, and in strong contrast with the other fertile and 
luxuriant islands 

The Lago di Magyiore is fifty-two miles long and about 

eight broad. It was the Lacus Vcrbarms of the Romans. 

The northern portion belongs to Switzerland, the eastern 

shore to Austria, and the western to Sardinia. However, 

Vol. I.— 9* 
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the Aiiatrian soldiers have control every wliere, for we met 
them in all direetioDu after entering iNorthern Italy. 

We crossed the lake from Isola Madre to the opposite 
shore, whero we landed at the pretty little town of Laveno. 
in Lomhardy. There wo took a carriage with post-horses 
and continued our journey towards the Lake of Corao. The 
roads were excellent, the scenery interesting, while Monte 
Kosa loomed up majestically in the dim. distance. We sooa 
came to the Lago dA Varese, along whose picturesijue shores 
were many handsome villas of the Milanese nobility. Then 
on through the town of Varese to Como, where we arrived 
about twelve at night, after the gates had been closed. We 
were compelled to wait some time ere they were opened. 
The soldiers, with a tall officer at their Lead, came around 
the carriage and looked eagerly in it, but finding wo were not 
3 revolutionary, but a very sleepy and weary, set of travel- 
lers, thoy permitted us to eater the strong walh of the city. 
We drove rapidly through the narrow and silent streets, to 
the " Hotel del Angelo," where we obtained comfortable 
apartments. After some hours of delightful sleep we awak- 
ened to the charming consciousness tliat we were at last near 
Como. We were soon attired, standing on the iron balcony 
in. front of our drawing-room, which was directly upon the 
lake. Most lovely was the view before us ! But the often 
repeated call of E. to come to breakfast, withdrew us from 
the gallery to the dining-room, where a delicious repast was 
served up, consisting of the Bergonia (a small fish of the 
lake), fine figs, peaches, fresh prunes, and luscious grapes. 

Directly after breakfast we walked to the quai, in front 
of the " Hotel of the Angel," where we hired a hardolina 
(a wide boat), with gaily painted awning, cushioned seats, 
and a small stand, open which I placed the note-book as I 
wrote my impressions of the peerless L(igo di Como. 
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" Sublime, but neither bleak nor bave, 
Nor misty, arc the mountiijiis there ; 
Softly sublune, profusely fair. 
Up to their EumiijitB clothed in green. 

We are gliding abwly ^long, gazing out upon the beauti- 
ful lake — more bLautiful fir tlun all the descriptions of 
touristo, pictures of artist*! or romances of poets Iiofty 
mountains iiie abruptly from tlie margin of the watei, vhile 
beyond them the snowy Alps" seem peepmg ovei is 
though to ciftb one glimpse of the loTeliness below Splen 
did villas with hanging gardens are seen m ail d reetiona 
many pcrdicd as it weie ujoa a bold ohff, and only retched 
by a winding stiiiway cut in the solid rotlt Others (the 
most elegant) are neai the w ater, where the mountain h'ia 
been terraced to gne them a foundation Vilhgea ivith 
picturesque looking churches arc scattered aiound, and ifar 
off 13 the Bradello Towei, whose structure dates from the 
time of Barbanssi Its height is immenfie, and within its 
" castellated walls many a viotim of tyranny has peri'.hed, 
by the slow ag ny of dcspaii 

Our bronze 1 boatmen aie as talkative as Creoles, and 
appear to t^ke oui admir ition of the scene as a personal oom- 
pliraent, and expatiate with great vivacity upon the "glo- 
ries of the lake." As we approaoied a lovely villa, they ex- 
claimed, "Look! Signora! there is the famous Taglioni !" 
Then lifting their oars, they suffered the harcioUna to float 
slowly by. We passed within a few yards of the balcony, in 
which was seated the world-renowned danseuse, so near we 
could see her as plainly as though we had beea in the same 
room. She greatly resembles the pictures we have seen of 
her, but it is the resemblanoe a shadow bears to the form which 
creates it She is tall and thin, with a sad and care-worn ex- 
pression upon her pale face. She was in deep black, with a 
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lace mantilla over her head. Oh ! who could believe her 
so recently the graceful and lovely embodiment of Xa Syl- 
phide? It ia scarcely seven years siuce she retired from the 
stage. By her aide was her daughter, a brilliant blonde, 
with long, fail- oui'Ja cluBterirg about her neck. She is the 
wife of the Eusaiaa Prince, Trahaskoi, whose flag now floats 
over Taglioni'a viUa ; although near by he is building a su- 
perb mansion, and a high tower, whence bo will give the 
broad banner of Russia to the breeze. Our long and ear- 
nest gaze did not seem displeasing to them, for they smiling- 
ly bowed, as we rowed away. Passing a jutting rock, whioh 
would shut out the villa from our sight, we turned to take a 
parting look. Just then, a young girl (probably Taglioni's 
other daughter) came down the steps in a floating white 
dress, and plunged into the lake for a mid-day bath. Her 
movements in the clear water were indescribably beautiful ; 
no sea-nymph could have glided through them with more 
perfect ease. After swiniining to and fro for some momenta, 
she bounded up the marble stairway with a " aylphide-like " 
grace, the long dress now clinging very lovingly about her 
well-rounded form. 

We paaaed the villas of several Italian noblemen, then 
came to the villa of Pasta, (the friend and preceptress of 
our charming Parodi.) Only think of two such celebrities — 
tiie fairy of the dance, and the queen of aong — aide bj side 
in early fame, and almost next-door neighbors in their age 1 
We landed to vbit the distinguished Pasta, but, unhappily 
for us, she was at (Jenoa, with her only daughter, who resides 
there. Her, French waiting-woman showed us all over the 
house, even to the bed-chamber of the cautatrice; the floor 
of which is of pure marble, inlaid with exquisite mosaics, 
oonsistinfj' of portions of all the most precious marbles of 
Italy, It waa the work of a young artist, who adored the 



,1 Google 



PASTAS GKOHNDS A 

genius of Pasta, and was indeed the "labor of love," for he 
was not willing to receive any coropensatioa, her tiiaiiks be- 
ing bis dearest recompense. In a handsomely decorated sa- 
loon there was a magnificent painting of Pasta, as Semir- 
amide; and in another, a bust of her as Anna Bolena. 
Pasta's villa is the most lovely spot upon the lake. Balwer 
must have seen it ere he wrote his glowing description, for 
he has sketched it as though it wore before him, and he a 
second Olaude Lorraine, It is truly 

" Shut out by Alpine hills from the rude world, 
Neac a clear lake, margined by fruits of gold 
And whispering myrtles." 

The groimds and gaa'dens 11 htf 1 with arbors, 

grottoes, winding walks, and gu h f f A few feet 

above the lake there is a noble f t whose inter- 

lacing branches form a Gothic a h 1 1 g g en. Beyond 
this the mountain is cut into terraces, one above the other, 
(almost like the steps of some giant staircase.) The vegeta- 
tion has all the luxuriance of tropical climes, and the long 
grape-vines climb from tree to tree up the mountain-aide. 
Eacli terrace contains groves of orange, lemon, and myrtle 
trees, or labyrinths of flowering shrubs, and rose-covered ar- 
bors with rustic seats, and banks of moss, Midway up was 
a "glossy bower of coolest foliage," with a floor of curious 
pebbles. There, they told us, Pasta loved to sit at evening, 
looking out upon the bhie waters ; the view thenoe was en- 
rapturing, and the lake was like a great lapis lazuli in an 
emerald setting. 

We lingered several hours in this " Paradise of Como," 
ere we could tear ourselves away and pursue our voyage up 
the lake, passing the villas of Visconti, Ulmo, and the " VJlla 
d'Este," once the residence of Queen Caroline, of England. 
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Witbin a quiet little baVj we saw " Pliniana," named thus 
from Pliny's description of a singular spring amid the 
grounds. His villa, however, was supposed to be upon the 
site of the " Vilk Lenno," as broken columns have been 
found there beneath the water. Near the little village of 
Boviaio, Hapoleon lived for some time, in the " Villa Mom- 
bello." There Josephine joined him, soon after the " Fall 
of Venice," and an elegant court, not only of French nohles, 
but of Italians litewise, surrounded him dnriug the "nego- 
tiations for peace," 

We rowed by garden, village, and villa, until warned by 
our boatmen to return ; that is, if we intended reaching the 
city of Como by night. As such was our purpose, we re- 
luctantly saw them turn the bardolina towards it. As we 
passed along, the shores were like a beautiful panorama, 
gradually unfolding before our eyes, and at last came the 
town of Como. The boat is nearing the quai, and I must 
caase writing. 

" Can I forget— ah ! never, auch a scene — 
So ftill of wittherj-." 
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The city of Como lias a population of twenty thousand in- 
habitants. It was the first city, in ancient timeSj to throw 
off the " tyrant's chains," and become a Republic. It con- 
tinued tins for two -centuries, when it was conquered by tho 
Visconti, and since Las belonged to the Masters of Milan. 
It was the birthplace of Pliny the younger, (and many say 
also that of the elder Pliny} ; the people are very proud of 
being his compatriots ; and in wandering through the town, 
we fell in with a ragged beggar, who insisted upon constitut- 
ing himself our guide, and said, in a pompous tone, " This is 
indeed the land of great men — ecoo Pliny ! " 

The Cathedral ia a fine building, all of marble. In 
front are two statues of the Plinys, raised to their honor in 
the sixteenth century. Within the church arc many paintings 
by Luino, who was bom ou the shores of the lake, Volta 
was likewise a native of Oomo. 

The lake, called by the Bomana Locus Larius, is about 
forty miles long. No place upon earth has ever been more 
frequently the theme of the poet and the painter, and none 
sarpasscs its wondrous beauty. It is related that XJgo Fos- 
colo often remarked, " it was impossible to study near the 
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lake, the landscape around was too inviting to permit the 
companionship of hooks." 

From Como we went on to Milan, hy railway, in one 
hour and a half. We rode in an oinnihus heyond the range 
of niountaius which shut iu the lake, to the Plain of Lom- 
baidy, where the Sirada Ferraia (the iron, street) begins. 
The country through which we passed waa exceedingly fer- 
tile, with groves of olive trees, (small cnes, however,) mul- 
berry plantations, myriads of peach and prune trees, and 
fields of wheat and Turkish grain. We reached Milan early 
in the afternoon, aud entered it through the Arco della Pace, 
(the Arch of Peace.) It was commeuoed by Napoleon, and 
intended by him to be called " The Arch of the Simploi 
and to be adorned with a statue of Victory, but his dov 
fall ended all these purposes, and the Auatrians finished it, 
changing all the has rdiefs, and substituting othera emble- 
matic of peace. 

Milan is called by the Italians Milan thi Great. In 
the fourth century it was deemed the sixth city of Italy. 
All the large cities have some favorite designation, illaatra- 
tive of their peculiar excclloncc. Thus E,ome is " The Holy," 
Naples "The Happy," and Venice "The Eich." Milan 
was founded by the G-aula, and in 452 was sacked by Attila, 
the Hun, In 1162 Frederick the First entirely destroyed 
it, and blotted the namo of " Milano " from the cities of the 
land. Some years after, it was determined to rebuild it, 
which was done hy the combined forces of all the towns most 
active iu its destruction. These were Brescia, Cremona, Ve- 
rona, and Bergamo. Eighty years after its reconstruction, 
began the rule of the Viscontis and tho Sforzas. Milan 
then became celebrated throughout all Europe, and gave 
fashions to the world : hence comes the word nvilUner. 
When the Sforza family passed away, Milan fell under t!ic 



,1 Google 



CATHEDBAL OF MILAN. 205* 

power of Charles V., in 1535, Thus beeomiDg Austrian, 
then French, and again Austrian. It is a strongly walled 
city, and a splendid one. The streets are nicely paved, the 
houses large, and many built of marble from the quarries near 
Dorn,o d'Ossolo. 

The people look very different from any we have seen of 
late ; they are extremely handsome. The men are of fine 
stature, dark, and striking in appearance, with long mous- 
tache and beards; the women are graceful and comely. 
Eoth remind us of the Creoles of Louisiana in their fine phy- 
sique. They seem well fed, prosperous, and contented ; 
especially have th f ' i m 1 ' t'ght b h d 

silk stockings, h ppy j ty Th w ni It t d 

of Austrian sold yt tth hwhhwp d 

They aro fair. Id d t p t th y tpo- 

des of the Mila e. 

We stopped t th H tel d V U (a II t 

hotel.) From th w d w w b h 1 1 f h D th 

dral, and altho ghwldf I nel twy 
to go down to d w th ^ht m f f t wl a 

tlio graceful sp t thi P d f M 1 t y 

We replaced o b ts Ihtelwyt bt 
nearer view of th m j t nd 1 b t ly w ^ht 
of the cathedr 1 A t w t 1 t t t w Ik d 

around it, in th 1 m tw 1 ght d th th h th 

thronged street w th db II tlyl htd i 

where crowds w i mki & t g d 

sherbets. The w a 1 f b t th p 1 1 pi 

ant, recalling som whtthbyt mfB dwy d 
we tarried long d th m y th n^ w ght p 
in our hoteL 

We spent some charming days in Milan, and were con- 
stantly occupied visiting the various object.^ of interest. We 
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■went often to the Duomo, so long deemed second only to St, 
Peter's in grandeur. It is almost imposaiblc to descrilje it , 
the mind is bewildered by the multitude of statues whioii 
cluster in thousands around, on the summit of every spire, 
and along the cornices of the great edifice. The cathedral 
was commenced in 1386, by Giovanni Viseonti, in fulfilment 
of a vow, and is not even yet completed. It is built of white 
marble from the quarries near Lago di Maggiore. Time 
gives it a rich yellow tint, though in many places it is black 
with age. It is in the form of a Latin cross ; the columns 
supporting the roof are immenBe. They are fifty in number, 
each formed by an assemblage of eight shafts; the height of 
every pillar is eighty feet, and eighteen at the base. The 
capitals of these are finely wrought. The ceiling is of deli- 
cate fret-work, and the windows of painted giaas, a portion 
of each being the work of Pellegrini, exceedingly brilliant. 
The cannon of the French made sad havoc with these win- 
dows. The Austrian Government are now having them re- 
stored, but the imitation of the original is very poor. There 
are many noble monuments and fine pictures adorning the 
aisles and altars. 

The tomb of San Carlo Borromeo is beneath the ehorch, 
in a richly decorated chapel containing along the walls has 
reliefs, in silver gilt, of all the great events of his life, from 
his birth unto Iiis reception into Paradise. In the centre of 
this chapel the body of the saint reposes. It is enclosed in 
a shrine of gold and silver, and is attired in the Pontifical 
robes. Through the large plates of rook crystal, the face is 
diatiuctly seen — that of a skeleton, awakening the most 
painful emotions, and in striking contrast with the dazzling 
jewels which glitter around the mouldering form. 

San Carlo Borromeo is the Patron Saint of Milan; he 
was horn in 1S38, and at the age of twenf.j-two, wasArch- 
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! h p of ti e c tT t was g t a 1 g J n a 1 e- 

er d a al o t 1 e e i 1 of De ty 'W e aw the b s n 
wh eh he vralLel through tie e tj du ng the plague so 
^riph cally descr hed hy Manzon n Ipromess ij osi The 
cl al ce f on wh li I e d ank the w ne npon that oooaa o 
HI w o gl t 1 y Ben nato Cell n aad 3 exju s te A 
y ug p e t si owed these pree o s memor als and gave 

s a nte e t Dg sketch of the pure ■» d holy 1 fe of the 

ant 
In tl e rear of the great Altii n the '^icriBty we e the 
)G vel of th church There was a s Iver flg e (s ze of 1 fe) 

fban 1 1 lo and an ther of S nfc iml ros o I tte 8 Iver 
bust of St John we were to! 1 wa? end e ! the real head 
of the mi tyr Tl e e wo o ma y other rel s a nong them 
a piece ot the cniciflx. The jewels m tKe pastoral staffs of the 
bishops, were really magnificent. The front pieces for the 
altar were aJl woven of silver and gold thread, and inlaid with 
precious stones. The wealth in this one room is estimated 
at more thtat four tnilKons of pounds sterling. There were 
salvera, plates, eups, and candlesticks, of the pure metals of 
gold and silver, richly inlaid with rubies, turquoise, emeralds, 
topaz, amethysts, and amber. The principal altar is of 
walnut, carved by Pellegrini ; the pavement of the cathedral 
is a mosaic of black, red, and white marble. We visited 
many other churches, but they failed to interest us after the 
magnifleence of the Duomo. 

Near the Church of Sania Maria we saw the famoua 
Cenacola, or " Last Supper " of Leonardo da Vinci, This 
picture was painted upon a wall by the great artist in 1493, 
and has attracted more attention, and has had more written 
eonoerning it, than any other io Europe. It has met with 
sad mischances, and time and ill-usage have left their impress ; 
although many of the figures arc perfect, and the head of 
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Christ still glows ■with a life-like radiance. Leonardo da 
Viiit'i occupied sixteen years in painting it. 

La Brera is a large building devoted to the fine arts. 
It has many good fresco paintings by Luino, and countless 
rooms filled with pictures and statuary. It was a fSte-day in 
Milan, and prizes for the best modern picture, and to the 
best singers of the Conservatory of Music, were to be awarded 
in one of the large saloons of La Brera. Thus we met 
thousands and thousands of the inhabitants in the long cor- 
ridors, and in the different apartments. Bands of tnusio 
were stationed at various points, and all was animation. 

Among the ancient paintings was one of " St. John in 
the Wilderness," hy Titian, exceedingly good, and oiie by 
Kaphael, of exquisite beautj-. The " Abraham and Hagar " 
of Guercino, and several paintings by Guido, Doraenichino, 
and Kenibrandt, were excellent. The pictures by the modem 
artists did not strike me as particularly fine, although the 
sculpture had great merit ; the " Death of Cleopatra," and 
" The Brido," were certainly works of merit. The veil over 
the Bride's face was so delicately wrought, it absolutely re- 
[u' ed the touch to convince me it was not of reai lace. 

W ted several palaces; among the most splendid 

wa. that f Casiel Barco. It is an ancient building, and 
has b n m ne family for sis hundred years. The collection 
1 1 t very largo ; the walls of all the rooms are hung 

w th tl like a gorgeous tapestry. There are vases and 
I ran f all the most valued marbles of Europe, tables of 
j-isp t p phyry, and of glass, inlaid with silver and gold, 
Th U armoires of ebony enriched with agates, corue- 

1 n nd ther precious stones. The windows of the draw- 
p ued upon a lovely garden, with fountains and 
t tu th bustle of the busy world was quite unheard in 
" these leafy shades," where the musie of the falling waters 
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and the song of birda delighted the ear, while the eyes rested 
upon the rarest flowers and freshest foliage. 

The Imperial Palace, the abode of the Emperor when he 
visits Milan, was built by one of the Viscontia ia 1330. It 
has some modern frescoes by Hayez and Appiaui, which 
have Napoleon for their theme. One represents the Apo- 
theosis of N^apoUon, in the character of Jove standing upon 
an eagle; another, his marriage with Maria Louisa. 

As it was not the season for tbo opera, we found all the 
theatres closed ; still, desiring much to see the interior of 
La Scala, ive obtained permission of the Impressaiio to visit 
it during the day, and he politely accompanied us. It is a 
grand and spacious theatre, containing sis or seven tiers of 
boxes ; each box is hung with rich silk, heavily fringed aud 
looped up with ornaments of gold ; at least thirty persons 
eaa be seated in every one. There is an antechamber also. 
It takes its name from " Santa Maria de!la Scala," upon 
the site of which it was built it 1779. It ia the second 
theatre in point of sizo in Italy, and is allowed five thousand 
pounds sterling by the government every year. When we 
went in, there were two girls upon the stage going through 
the rehearsal of the new ballet, which was to inauguvate 
the dramatic season. As the Impressario told us they were 
hia moat charming dancers, we seated ourselves in one of the 
boxea, to see them go through a pas de deux. As the day 
was warm, they were attired for the danee (I might aay wn- 
attired) ; with the exception of their drawers, they only wore 
the ghost of a petticoat, with a slight corsage, scarcely con- 
floing the rich development of their beautiful bosoms. They 
had the pure Roman profile, ailk-like hair, and full lips, red 
as the bursting fruit of the pomegranate. They threw them- 
selves into most graceful attitudes, and then began a dance 
in which there were wonderful pirouettes, of such duration. 
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the dancers seemed white clouds floating over the stage. 
When we told tho Impressario how strikingly handsome 
they were, he said, " Ah ! could you but see them when 
they are lighted np, you would not wonder that thej have 
turned half the heads in Milan." 

On the front of " La Soala," is quite an appropriate has 
relief; it represents Apollo stepping into his car, while the 
Goddess of Night is throwing her arms detainingly around 
him. The Milanese are noted for their lato hours at operas 
and theatres ; indeed, throughout Italy, we have remarked 
the gaiety, bustle, and merriment of the night ; it is only to- 
wards the morning hours that silence prevails. 

The Gorso is a delightful drive entirely around the city. 
It is upon the summit of one series of walls, and is planted on 
either side with trees, and is really one of the most enjoyable 
public promenades and drives we have sem on the Continent 
It is said the Milanese will stirve themselves foi ■» week 
that they may be enabled to affrrd the luxury of a handsome 
equipage for the Gorso. It wis a charm ng scene as we 
drove along, amid hundreds of elegant ciinages and well 
mounted horsemen. The women were gaily die=^cd, they 
are exceedingly pretty, with dtilr hiii and lustious eyos, 
their complexions are of a creamy whiteness, like the Mag 
nolia, when it first unfolds its petals The bhck la&e man 
tilla falling upon their shoulders gave them a picturesque 
look. Now and then, a dozen corrnge? would gathei in. a 
circle, forming a little coterie apart fum tlie crowd, wheie 
there would be merry talking Around and aiound they 
drove, until dark night shut them out from our eyes 

From the top of the great towi,r cf the cathedral there 
is a glorious view of the plain of Lomhirdy ind of the dis 
tant Alps, rising up like a gritnd lampirt to dmde the 
" land of the myrtle and orange ' fi im the cold noith 
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Napoleon was crowned in Milan, in 1805, with the " Iron 
Crown," thus called from the belief that one of the nails 
of the true cross is mingled in the iron band which lies be- 
neath the adornments of gold, silver, and of precious stones. 
TliJs crowa once encircled the brow of Charlemagne. It is 
kept in the treasiiry of Monza almost within sight of Milan, 
and is only taken out for the coronation of an emperor. 
Monza is a small town whieii we pa^ed in onr way from 

By dawn the bolls of the numerous churches announced 
the Sunday ; so, after writing letters to our home, we went to 
the " Dnomo '' to hear high mass. Never did deeper solem- 
nity possess me than when the swelling tones of the great 
oi-gan pealed through the vast aisles and seemed to linger 
around the lofty columns. The grandeur of the surroundings 
— the golden-hued light falling from the immense window 
above, throwing a glory around the sculptured forms of tlie 
saints, al! so entirely disposed the soul to worship — I no longer 
wondered that the Catholics should be deeply and fondly 
devoted to their poetic and beautiful faith. There were at 
least ten thousand persons in the cathedral, and jet it ap- 
peared as though they were but' hundreds, so immense is the 
extent of the building. The mass was a new one, recently 
composed by some artist, and full of esq^uisite melody. The 
young girl who won the prize of the Conservatory led the 
clioir. Her voice was sweet, fresh, and sympathetic. 

After visiting several other churches, and hearing an 
excellent sermon in the Saint Amhrosio, we returned to the 
hotel to prepare for our departure for Venice. We left 
Milan in the afternoon, and travelled on the railway to the 
town of Troviglio, where we took the diligence and went on 
to Brescia, quite a large city, remarkable for its Boman anti- 
quities and its numerous fountains. Thence on to the shores 
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of the Lago di Oarda, stopping at Leonato, where Napoleon 
achieved his brilliant victory over the Austrians iu 1796. 
This lake is the Benacus of the ancients, and noted for the 
violent storms which sweep over it, rendering the surface of 
its watera at times liie the " troubled and tempestuous ocean." 
Along its margin we journeyed all the night in the Italian 
style, about four miles the hour, and encountered at every 
change of horses the annoyance of buono mano. This is a 
call made upon the generosity of travellers by the posiig- 
lione. He opened the door with a lantern in his hand, which 
he flashed full iipon the eyes of every passenger in turn, and 
called out, " Signor, buono mano t buono mano I " It was 
needle.^3 toafl'ect sleep; if the light did not awaken, he had 
recourse to a good shako : thus we found it preferable to give 
immediately. 

We had several agreeable companions ■mlthiu the diligenoe, 
especially an intelligent Italian, who delighted me by repeat- 
ing stanza after stanza of Dante's poems. Then for many 
hours trains of Austrian soldiers with their heavy artillery 
niarched near us. How fiercely seemed to glow the blood of 
the Italian as he looked out upon them, and told us of the 
wrongs and sufferings of his down-trodden coimtrymen. It 
is indeed a sad spectacle to behold the bondage of this once 
noble people. There are times, we were told, when the sight 
of the Austrian soldier so enrages the peasant, that he will 
fall upon him, oven with his hoe, and inflict terrible wounds, 
knowing that for this revenge his life will surely be the 
sacrifice : hut such is their hatred, they will welcome death 
rather than sne for mercy. Hence, whenever it is possible, 
the soldiers are marched from post to post during the night, 
thus avoiding conflicts between them and the peasanti'y. 
With measured tread, unaccompanied by music, they con- 
tinued to pass by the diligence until the gray light of morn- 
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ing cbased away tie stars, and we reached the fortress Pes- 
chiera on an island in the Mincio, just where it leaves the 
lake. It was first strongly fortified by Napoleon, and sinco 
that period has heen often the scene of strife. In 1848 it 
endured a long siege ere it surrendered to the Piedmontese 
army of Carlo Alberto, 

We had aniplc opportunity of viewing the scenery around ; 
for the officers who were to examine onr passports wei-e yet 
asleep, and we waited their awakening. The " smooth-sliding 
Minciua," which has its birthplace in the Alps, after passing 
through the Lago di Garda, makes its exit at Peachiera, 
and flows on by " Mantua tho Glorious," to mingle with the 
river Po. During our time of waiting, about one thousand 
Austrian soldiers were drawn up to meet the detachments who 
had borne us company during the eight. They were a robust, 
stalwart set of men, dressed all in white except the blue 
facings of their coats. They have all fair complexions, and 
their niddy color told they wore but recently from the moun- 
taii;-knds of the Tyrolean Alps. It was ijuite a martial sight 
when with " pealing drums" and flashing bayonets they greet- 
ed the. new comers. 

From Pesohier a few hours' travel brought us to Verona. 

At tho mere mention of that word, what visions of faithful 

love arise ! How like a spell of magic is the memory of 

Juliet I It gives a sanctity to the city and its surroundings. 

Vol. I.— 10 
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Tlutt night 1 stiongcr, 



TEBOhA presented a charming lapect as we approached with- 
in its serrited wilh and high I wer^ It is huilt upon the 
Adige a lajid cniient fiom the di^tict mountains, over 
which are thrown seveitl fine budges We drove to the 
Alhergo deUp due Torr% and aftei ordering dinner and 
obtaining a cicerone we started out to see the tomb of Juliet. 
We passed through a portion of an old convent, and then 
along a gai-den to a miserable building, in which the ancient 
guide pointed, out with great pride and importance " La 
toniha di Giuletta la sfortuuata " (the tomb of Juliet the un- 
fortunate). It is of a reddish marble, much broken about the 
edges, where it has been cut awaj to furnish souvenirs. 
Maria Louisa, the Empress of Napoleon, had ornaments 
made from portions of it, and the noble ladies of Verona, 
desirous of imitating her, were near destroying that precious 
sarcophagus which for centuries has awakened the enthusi- 
asm of all tourists. Fortunately for the ciceroni, the goFern- 
raent came to the rescue, and the ravages upon the tomb 
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were stayed. In one corner of the ancient room there stood 
a miserable and half-starved donkey, who eyidontly made hia 
home there. A red-armed woman had been washing clothes 
noai- bj, and we had a suspicion the tomb of Juliet served 
her for a wash-tub- Our guide gravely pointed out a small 
aperture in the hcttom, made there to permit her to breathe 
while she lay in the dim, dark vault. Romeo and Juliet are 
supposed to have died ia 1300. It was not, however, until 
two centuries after that the Italian authors founded a 
romance upon their tragic history. 

We nest drove to the " House of the Capulets," now a 
wretched little inn, thea to the " Mansion of the Montagues," 
also a lodging-place for vetturini and donkey- drivers. In 
the Piaezi dei Signori we saw the singular tombs of the 
Scaligeri family, and in the Piazza di Bra the great Eoman 
amphifheatre. It is of vast antiquity (built, it is imagined, 
about the time of the Coliseum), although stiil in a wonder- 
ful state of preservation. It has never been used as though 
it were a atone quarry, and the materials employed in con- 
structing other edifices, as was done with the Coliseum of 
Home. Since the year 1228 every Podesta, when he went 
into office, was compelled to espcnd a certain amount upon 
repairs for the arena. All the ranges of seats are perfect, 
eveu over the colossal arches are the Roman numbers. Then 
the stairways, the caverns for the wild beasts, and the subter- 
ranean passages by which they were suddenly let loose upon 
the doomed of the arena, are as clearly viaibio as though it 
were but yesterday that the fierce and blood-thirsty crowds 
thronged the amphitheatre. We climbed up row after row of 
seats until we stood upon the rim or topmost edge of the im- 
mense building. Plants had rooted themselves into the 
crevices of the stones, and long vines were pendent from the 
Bummit, while a delicate white flower, star-like in shape, 
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shone upon the surface of the dark rock. la the recesses of 
the wall ami lieneath the winding steps were smiths with 
forges, and venders of fancy articles had there made a kind 
of baaaar. In one corner of the arena there was a circus 
with a striped awning over it, and several dashing horsemen 
who were giving the storming of some fortresS; the audience 
appeared htt few in that mighty area capable of containing 
fifty thousand people. We walked around the broad para- 
pet which encircles it, and looked out upon the panorama 
shut in by the far-away mountains, and then upon the forty 
rows of seats below us, which imagination peopled with the 
eager throngs of the ancient days. 

The Tiaz^a 4elle Erbe is the old market-plaee, and was 
filled with fruits and flowers. Each seller sat with a mam- 
moth umbrella over him or her, made of canvas. It waa 
there the followers of the rival houses of the Capideiii and 
Monieccki were wont to meet for their daily quarrels. 

We visited several churohea (of which tkere are multi- 
tudes). That of " San Lenone " was the most striking. It 
is the church of the patron saint of Verona, and has flne pic- 
tures and many precious relics. In the cemetery near by is 
the tomb of King Pepin, who died at Milan in A. D. SIO, 

Verona is the birthplace of Paolo Veronese, the admira- 
ble painter, but we saw very few of his paintings there ; 
they embellish the galleries of princes in other cities. How- 
ever; the inhabitants have the glory of calling him compatriot. 

From " Verona the Worthy," we went on by riulway, 
passing the battle-field of Areola, where Napol6on won the 
great victory over the Austrians. Near the bridge of Ar- 
eola is an obelisk, commemoratite of the event. The conn- 
try around is cut into canals for the purpose of draining tlie 
land ; and in one of these Napoleon remained some time, sur- 
rounded by the enemy, until his faithful gnards rescued him. 

At Vieenza we only tarried a short period. It has many 
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fine palaces, built by the famous Palladio, who wa3 a native 
of the city, and churcLes innumerahle, where there ai'e the 
paintings of Paul Veronese, and other famous artists. la 
Vicenza, as at Verona, the windows had great iron hars in 
front of them, behind which we often saw fresh young faces 
peeping out. The women have a picturescjue costume, and 
wear long white veils over their heads. 

Next we eame to " Padua the Powerful," celebrated for 
ita university, its palaces, and its Caf& Pedrocchi, erected by 
a man of that name, who every week paid all his workmen in 
Venetian gold. Soon strange stories grew up concerning 
him ; and, as he had always been poor until the beginning 
of this building, it was imagined he had dealings with the 
" Fiend of men's souls," However, it proved he was a gam- 
bler, and thus suddenly became a millionaire by an extraor- 
dinary "run of luck." He resolved to raise a monument ia 
his native city which should perpetuate his name ; and being 
somewhat of an utilitarian, he combined the fanciful with 
tlie useful, Mid built the " Caf6 Pedrocchi," famous through 
Italy for its fine architecture, and for the magnificence of its 
saloons. There are ball-rooms and concert-saloons, Egyptian 
and Grecian rooms, Pompeian and Turkish apartments, all 
furnished in splendid style. Ono boudoir struck us as sin- 
gularly elegant. It was lighted as by the moonbeams, with 
a divan around a bank of freslily blooming flowers. This 
was named the " Lovers' Eoom," where fond hearts might 
breathe " those soft falsehoods so precious to lovers' ears." 

Padua is of vast aatiquity. It was a city when the 
great forest covered the site of" Imperial Rome." Virgil 
sings of its origia in the .^neid : 

" Antenor, from the midst of Grecian hosts, 

Could pass secure, and pierce th' Illyrian coasts : 

At length he founded Fadua's happ; seat, 

And gave his Trojans a secure retreat." 
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It is supposed tbe Iwnes of Anienor were discovered in 
1274, in digging the foundation of a ohnrch. In a marble 
sarcophagus they found a skeleton form, with the hand grasp- 
ing a sword. A Greek inscription told tiat it was tbe 
body of Antenor, Padua has many fine old palaces, among 
them the Palazzo di B6, containing the statue of Elena Our- 
naro, who was the most wonderful linguist, musician, and 
poetess. She received a doctor's degree from the Univer- 
sity. She died unmarried. As tie old guide said, " Her 
mind was so filled with learning, and her heai-t so devoted to 
knowledge, there was no room for love," The first anatom- 
ical iheatre was built there in 1594. Galileo was a teacher 
of mathematics in the " Palace of Learning," Livy, Bekoni, 
and Cotnaro were horn in Padua. 

The houses are supported along the chief squares by high 
pointed arclies. The Palazzo della Bat/ione, erected in 1172 
by Pietro C'ozzo, is a most singular building ; in it is an im- 
mense hall, said to be the largest in the world unsustained 
by pillars. The roof Is covered by mystical pictures painted 
by Giotto. 

The Church of San Antonio is rich in works of art. Pil- 
grims visit it from many lands, and always bear away with 
them some precious relic ; hence the revenue of the Church 
is very large. Not far from it are the Botanical Gardens. 
They were the first ^tablished in Europe, and contain some 
of the cedars of Lebanon, lofty magnolias, palm-trees, and an' 
old plane-tree, planted wiien the gardens were laid out in 1545 
— so they told me. 

Prom Padua we continued our journey on the railway, 
which passes through a well-cultivated country, embellished 
with villas of the nobility, half hidden amid large groves. 
Along the green field's were lines of crimson poppies, and 
blue lakes, as it were, of some azure-bued blossom. TJio 
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grape-vines were not trJiined upon arbora or tiellises, but 
suffered to elimb tall trees, from wbioh they hung in graceful 
te fooni We often remarked mile after mile of the countty 
thui planted with vines ind trees linked tcgcther It le 
jiiinded me of some ot the dances uf the Viennoise Children, 
whtn thoy movod up the stage, hound by wieaths of gieen, 
and ill uioiide; is by one in^ulse Thus, when the breeze 
ton hed the long waving links, they seemed to idtanee to 
vi irila us, as though impelled hy mu'.ic 

It was still daylight when we cro sed the M-iduct, two 
miles in length, which unites Venice to the mainland We 
parsed the amall islind wheie the biave Veueti'ins so If ng 
defended themselves ftom the attacks of the Auatiians An 
Italian lelatid to ua many thrilling incidents of those daj a 
ot siege, sorrow, and suffering Neier ^ere there nohkr 
miitjrs thin those who yielded up theu h\es on that spot 
It was known within the eity that the servue wa^i one of ex- 
treme danger ; still the very fiower of the Venetian nobility 
eagerly volunteered each day for the perilous post, and each 
night brought " wailing and weeping " to the desolated 
homes, in the tidings of their death. But their places were 
quickly supplied by others equally as brave, and thus wore 
on the long and gloomy months, until they numbered 
eighteen. Then cholera came, as the ally of the Austriaus 
and of famine, and the " sea-girt city " succumbed to their 
resistless power. " Ah ! was there aot ia that fearful strug- 
gle clear evidence of the noble spirit of the bright days of 
the Bepublio? " Upon that little island we all gazed long 
and sadly, as though it were a holy place, and made sacred by 
"the blood of martyrs in freedom's cause." 

At the dogana- (custom-house) we were forced to stop 
some time. There were hundreds waiting for the examina- 
tion of their passports, and the visitation of the baggage. 
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Kowhere in Europe have we seen them so t*triet and seareh- 
iDg. We wcro all ordered into a large saloou, around which 
were ranged Austrian soldiera, eold, white, and stern, as ira.- 
movable in form and feature aa statues. The officer of the 
police, accompanied by various assistants, then began the in- 
spection, by openiug every letter, note, and hotel bill, care- 
fully reading them all entirely through, calling in my aid 
when he could not discover the exact word. Next he. un- 
folded every chemisette and collar, as though treason lurked 
within them, shook out the dresses and petticoats, unrolled 
the stockings, felt into the fingers of the gloves, and finally 
rose up, saying, " There is nothing contraband or revolution- 
ary." " Well, thank HeaTen 1 " thought we, " now all trouble 
is ended," Not at all! As I was the " talking medium" 
of our party, I was summoned within the railing, where sat 
a dignified officer, who politely requested I should answer 
the questions he propounded, which answers he wrote down 
in a great book before him : " Where are you from ? What 
part of the United States ? How old are jou? How long 
have you been married ? How many months since you came 
to Europe ? Is this your only daughter ? " To all of these 
particular- inquiries I gave satisfactory responses, which are 
recorded for the benefit of posterity. Then came the same 
questions to all the others, until they reac'hed Betsey, whom 
he styled a Moor ; whereupon she implored I would inform 
hira she had nothing but pure American blood in her veins, 
and was a slave from the South. However, he insisted {as 
she was a mulatto) in " writing her down " una Moreita. 
R. puzzled him extremely. His intensely black eyes, beard, 
and moustache, were certainly very Italian-looking ; so I was 
eorapelled to answer a treble number of questions concerning 
the place of his birth, I very gravely gave him the name of 
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a (lounty in "Virginia containing fourteen letters, divided into 
five or siz sylliiblea, dwelling with especial emptasis upon 
cacli one. He was rather annoyed at this long and difScult 
word to write, and again desired my aid to apell it. 

I must confess the ofEcer explained to me the reason of 
this remarkable stricfeiess was in consequence of the fact 
that Mazzini had lately entered the Austrian dominiona witli 
an English passport. Before reaching this dogana, when- 
ever we said " we are Americans," our baggage was passed 
with only a glance thrown upon it. Every where in Italy 
has the word American been as a " spell of powerj" to en- 
circle ua by kind and cordial attentions. With honest pride 
have our hearts glowed, when we have seen the effect pro- 
duced by the mention of our dear native land. Tho wish to 
hear of America and to speak of it was universal. Like unto 
the Christian's hopeof peace and rest in Heaven, are the yearn- 
ing and earnest desire of the oppressed Italians to make their 
home in America. 

A Iciw bow from the officer informed us we were permit 
ted to depart ; so we crammed all our wardrobe hastily into 
tho carpet-bags, and pushed our way through the crowd to a 
platform in front of the customhouse. Dark forms soon sur- 
rounded us, " Gondola, Signor ! " " Barca ! " " Omni- 
bus ! " What a destruction of romantic visions ! an omnibus 
in Venice ! However, when we looked down, we discovered 
the dark boat bearing this name was a large-sized gondola. 
We were soon in it, gliding noiselessly and slowly away to- 
wards tho great dome of San Marco, which, with many tur- 
rets and columns, seemed painted upon tho deep blue of the 
sky. 

Wo passed over tjie Lagoon into Streets like canals. Out 
of them rose up marble-fronted palaces, and over them were 
Vol. L— 10* 
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bridges, under whose shadow we floated, as tbe gondolier 
gave a cry of warEiag to approaching gondolas ; these seemed 
to fly past us, as though they were immense birds of night. 
At first the darkness was unbroken by a single light ; bat 
soon we emerged into a wider street (or canal), and canio to 
a palace, whence brilliant rays streamed from ererj window, 
and music from the thronged saloons filled the air. A fleet 
of gondolas was gathered around, and from them stepped o«t 
richly dressed women and dark cavaliers. They tripped up 
the marble stairway, and entered the ancient palace. It was 
a weddicg-feast tliere that night, they told us, and bonce the 
gay assemblage. Then by the theatre, b n th th K'alto, t« 
the Siva dei Sckiavoni, where we landed at a litti q a and 
thenne into the Mocenigo Palace (now a h t I all d tbe 
" Reale Danieli.") About the vestibul w many linger- 
ing traces of its former splendor. Lofty In n upp rted 
on the shoulders of kneeling statues f g 1 sus- 

tained the roof, all frescoed and gilded A d marble 
staircase led to the stories al)ove. The w p 1 along 
winding passages to a suite of rooms (tw 1 n nb ) ap- 

propriated to us. There were great 1 w th m rors 

touched by the mildew of ages, — faded p t 1 k n trom 
tbe walls, — beds within gloomy alcoves b f h h bung 

draperies of heavy silk, and floors {of a Species of mosaic) 
cold and hard as stone. 

With only a partial glance at our labyrinth of apartments, 
ante-chambers, and mysterious corridors, we hastened to 
bed ; for we were very weary. Just as " sleep came at our 
bidding," we were aroused by a serenade under our window. 
We sprang up, and, wrapping our mantles around us, went 
out upon the balcony. Beneath its shadow was a gondola, 
with several musicians. They sang a sweet Venetian melo- 
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dj", accompanied liy tlie guitar. It was bewitcIuDg ; and 
with delight wo exclaimed, " This is indeed tho Venice of our 
dreams ! " This is indeed the Venice, "of joy the sojourn." 
We stood enjoying the scene until the clock struck twelve — 
then sought repose. 
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" Tbere Is a glorious cltj Id the sea. 
Tbs sea, is in tlie biond, tlie nsntnr sCceets, 
EbttingsDilflowli^; and tlie salt eca-iread 
aings to tlie mnrblo of her pahioes." 

Enchanting were tho beautiful daja of our sojourn in 
Venice; life was filled with a new joy as we lingered there. 
Days aud hours glided away upon a tide of plcasurahle 
emotionB, while it seemed as though wings gently l)ore us up, 
wafting us fiom scene to 'cene of interest It was lilie a 
d&Iicious dream in which the past was mingled with the pres- 
ent, all WIS so diffuLnt fiom the world we had known he- 
fon, m its mystical, unnjue and strange character. The 
cliraite was delightful, the air fresh and halmy, and we fell, 
as IQ the Island of Cubi, the more breathing of tho atmos- 
pheie was an enjoyment Long days wo passed in the 
gondolt, iud hours ot the night upon tho Lagoons, and in the 
" watei streets " We never felt weariness, or the need of 
sleep, so completely weie we absorbed in the novel existence 
of wondeiful Venice 

" Throned on her thousand isles, 
She looks a Sea-Cjbele fresh from ocean, 
Rising with her tiara of proud towers t " 
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Wo \ lilted ail the old palaces, ciurolies, galleries, and 
liimgeuiis But the Cathedral of San Marco claimed oiar 
frrejtest admiration , it is a majestic edifice, partaking of 
the Saiacemc grandeur, while it preseula the form of tlie 
Creek cioss Gieat doraes and minareta adorn the summit, 
like those of a Turkish mosque. The facade is covered 
with mosaics and sculpture. Just above the central door- 
way are the woi-ld-reii owned bronze horses, about whose 
origin such mystery hangs. They have at least been travel- 
lers in their day ; as history tells ns, they were brought from 
Alexandria to Home, fi'om Rome to Constantinople, thence 
to Venice ; from Venice to Paris, and after the downfall of 
Napoleon, returned to their ancient position, whence they 
seem springing forward, so bold and spirited are their 
forma. 

The Church of San Marco was built in 976, purposely to 
contain tie precious relics of the Saint. During the glorious 
days of Venice, it was the custom of all home-returning ships 
to bring some treasure to the " Ducal Chapel," (as it was 
Brst styled.) Passing through, the archway, sustained by 
pillars, (of which there are hundreds, and each one a trophy 
of Venetian conquest,) we entered the Cathedral. It waa 
some time ere the eye could become accustomed to the con- 
fusion and profusion of ornament within its walls ; there was 
such elaborate gilding, such gorgeous mosaics upon a golden 
ground, such forests of columns, of verd antique, of jasper, of 
porphyry, of alabaster — such enormous doors-of bronze, 
upon which Sansorino spent twenty years in carving " The 
Death and Resurrection of the Saviour." Then the altars 
with rich vessels of gold and silver, inlaid with rare jewels, 
and the sacred chapel, with religions relics of priceless value, 
'i'he floors are uneven, as thongh they were purposely made 
to imitate the undulating of the sea-waves. The pavement of 
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tesselated martle is much injured by time. In front of the 
great door are several squares of red marble, indicating the 
spot where the Emperor Fred eric Barharossa bowed his head 
when the Pope, Alexander III., placed his foot npon his neck, 
repeating tho words of the Paalmist : " I'hou shalt tread 
upon the lion and the adder ! " The grand altar, mider 
which reposes the body of Saint Mark, was brought from 
Saint Sophia, at Constantinople. It has columns of Parian 
marble curiously carved. There are very few paintings in 
the Cathedral; all the pictures are in mosaic, illustrative of 
incidents in the history of the Saint. 

Just in front of San Marco are three tall red masts, in 
dieative of the three great conquests of the republic ; .these 
wore Cyprus, Candia, and the Morea. In ancient days, 
three gonfalons, or banners of silk and gold, floated from 
them ; now, upon important occasions, they support the flag 
of Austria. The " Tower of the Clock " is near by ; it 
has two gigantic Moorish figures in bronze, which strike the 
hours on a dazzling dial of azure and gold. 

The Piazza di San Marco is the only square in Venice ; 
it is the focus where all the rays of life concentrate. It is 
paved, and surrounded on three sides by lofty buildings, 
with a fringe of graceful arcades uniting them. On the 
fourth side it is bounded by the noble Cathedral. In the 
PiazuUa di San Marco, just where we landed from the 
gondola, ive saw the Winged Lion of St. Mark. It stands 
on the summit of a granite column, and near byit, on a simi- 
lar column, is the statue of Saint Theodore. The lion was 
taken by the French to " des Invalides " at Paris, but after 
a brief sojourn there, returned to Venice. 

As we left the Cathedral it was about two o'clock, and 
we found the square of St. Mark absolutely paved with 
pigeons, devouring the grain which numerous persons were 
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throwing down to them, while long lines of singularly coa- 
tumed people were looking on. Around and around were 
wheeling, liko atjuadrons of cavalry, the great flocks, awaiting 
their turn to make a dash at the foud on the Piazza. 8iat-e 
tte dim dark ages, when Venice waa but a fishing town, 
these pigeons, or rather their ancestor pigeons, have been 
cLeri&iied with a holy reverence. A superstitious love pro- 
tects them from harm, and a governmental decree ordains 
they shall be regularly fed. Tbus tbey " increase and mul- 
ti ply," until they number myriads and myriads. 

The Campanile di San Marco is a lofty tower, said to 
be the highest in Italy. From its Bumiiiit the view reveals 
a panorama, of wondrous extent, embracing the Friouli 
Alps" and the coast of Istria, tho Adriatic, and far-away 
Padua; the ascent is by an inclined plane, up which Napo- 
leon rode on horseback. There is a loggia {a gallery) at 
the base, built by Sansovino in 1540. It has four statues 
in bj-OEze, of Peace, Apollo, Mercury, aod Pallas, 

The Ducal Palace is an immense structure, buiit, it 
would seem, for eternity. Tliere is a massiveness and solidity 
about it, which have defied the fingers of " defacing time." 
Then its memories, caught in the goldea meshes of his genius, 
and made all radiant by the flowicg verse of Byron, abso- 
lutely " re-people the past," and it was with fast-beating 
pulses we ascended the " Giant's Stairway," with its colos- 
sal statues of Neptune and Mars, and entered its vast saloons. 
The magnificent pictures in the various rooms speak elo- 
(.pnently of the bygone glory of Venice. Patriotism seems 
to have been the inspiration which animated its artista 
Thus the frescoes of Tintoretto, the works of Palladio, tho 
grand paintings of Titiau, and the pictures of Paul Veronese, 
are all illustrative of her triumphs by land and by sea. 

The " Hall of the Great Council " is a noble room, with 
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gorgeous frescoes, and just below the cornice, a frieze contaia- 
iug the portraits of all the Doges. Ths space allotted to that 
of Marino Faliero is covered with a black veil, and the in- 
seription telling of his crime and of his violent death. Near 
the entrance was the famous painting of Tintoretto, called the 
" Glory of Paradise." It is said to be the largest picture in 
the world painted upon canvaa ; although the dampness of 
centuries has injured it, there still linger about it evidences of 
the grandeur of its early days. It is clearly shown within this 
" Palace of the Doges," that Tintoretto was the most extra- 
ordinary artist who ever lived, in point of industry aud 
energy ; there are almost miles of his paintings, even ia 
Venice. Could he have been subject to the weariness of 
human nature? Were not all his days, and nights too, diJvoted 
to his art? Irresistibly these -thoughts pressed upon mo, aa 
room after room was visited, ceilinga, and walls, painted 
by his hands, and all the figures instinct as it were with life 
and power. 

In the Sola dello Scrutinio we saw the door which is au 
arch in honor of Francesco Morosini, who conquered the 
Morea, and the " Last Judgment," by Jacopo Palma. It is 
a fearful picture : the good are receiving rewards from angels, 
while the wicked are given into charge of fiends ; the Saviour 
is upon a throne, wrapped in red drapery, with a halo of Jight 

Up the Scala d'Oro (the golden staircase) we mounted, 
to the " Hall of Four Doors " by Palladio, where we looked 
upon Titian's great picture of " Faith," and in the room be- 
yond saw the beautiful though sensuous " Rape of Europa," 
by Paul VeroneHe. The fiice of Europa is exquisite, and 
the majesty of Uio god lurks in the espression of the bull's 
head, as he turns it to lick the dainty feet hanging listlessly 
from his baeJt, whereon is still seated his precious burden, 
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while tbe bull has fallen on the sliore from the ^ 
his long voyage. 

But v^in is the effort to desci'ihe all the wealth of pic- 
tures we hurried on through many a room, where wc would 
fain have turned hours; In them were not only paintings, 
hut bu^ts and figures of ancient sculpture. In the gallery 
<- lutaming the htisf >j of the " groat captains of the republic," 
was one in Uach marble of Othello. It has perfect negro 
icatures, and criapy hair ; they told us it was deemed a re- 
semblance of the original. 

The Library has sixty thousand volumes, and thousands 
of manuscripts. It owes its origin to Petrarch, who gave to 
Venice his manuscripts in gratitude for the hospitality with 
which they welcomed him when he fled from the plague. 
Other learned men followed his example, and thus grew up 
this valuable oollection. 

In the Museum of Antitiuities, near by it, ase many worhs 
of art during the Grecian period of supremacy. Among them 
we greatly admired Ganymede borne away by the eagle; it 
is attributed to Phidias, and is beautiful. " teda and the 
Swan " were likewise thei'e. Then we saw the map of the 
world, drawn in 1460, showing the ideas then prevailing 
of our globe. The Greek Cameo, discovered in 1793 at 
Ephesus, was also shown us. The chamber of the " Council 
of Ten " is a small apartment, with gorgeous frescoes and pic- 
tures. It was there Marino Faliero and Foscari were con- 
demned to death. 

In a long, dark corridor of the Palace, an old, trembling 
man (the cicerone) lighted lamps, and attended us to the 
dungeons, or pozzi, beneath. Frightful places they were, 
arranged in stories, one below the other ; the upper one had 
a small window near the roof, but the others had neither 
light nor air. They were only a few feet in width and breadth, 
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and ouly seven in lieight. Over the walls were scratched, 
seemingly with a nail, words of anguish by the priBOnera : 
one was, " There is no trust but ia God ; " another, " Eepent- 
ance too late ; " and various others, expressive of deep despair. 
The lowest of the cells was called the " Cell of Consolation." 
It was there the victim was placed one hour beforo his ex- 
ecution, when the priest came to give liim the last blessing 
of religion. 

Coming up from these cold " prison wells," wo ciosaed 
over the long-famed Bridge of Sighs. 

" I stood in Venice, on the Bridge of Siglis ; 
A pLilnce and a prison on each hand." 

The condemned were taken from the dungeons across this 
bridge to the prison, where they were eiecuted. There are 
several windows in it, through which they caught their last 
look of the blue sky of Venice. The bridge ia very high 
above the water of the naiTOw canal, dividing the two build- 
ings, and appears to hang like a giant coffin in the air. 

Ia the " Acadeniia " we passed many hours amid the 
noble paintings of Titian, of Paul Veronese, of Bassano, of 
Palma, of Coutarini, and of Tintoretto. The " Assumption 
of the Virgin " is, beyond all doubt, one of the most exquisite 
pictures that Titian ever painted. The figure of the Virgin, 
with its blue drapery, is indescribably beautiful; while a divine 
light plays around the innocent face, filling the soul of the 
beholder with reverence. The " Presentation at tie Temple," 
(also by Titian,) has great power and expression ; in fact, 
Titian ia seen in al! his glory in Venice. In many of the 
churches we saw splendid pictures by him ; his St. Peter 
and St. Sebastian are wonderful creations of genius. Often 
did we think, as our eyes dwelt delighted upon his paint- 
ings, of tlie remark of our dear and gifted Grace Greenwood, 
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wlien we met in Londo j t f t h t from Italy : 

" Titian is the Shakspe fp t Tl is a go Wen 

light about his piotur p d by tl artist. He 

must have touched thet m th 1 w 1 wn, G-oethe, 

in his " Letters from It ly m t p t 1 rly the bril- 
liancy of the paintings f T t d P 1 V ronese, and 
accounts for it in the f 11 w g Th eye forma 
itself hy the objects wh li f y tl t customed to 
look upon ; and so the V t t t 11 things in a 
brighter and dearer 1 ht fh th m \s I floated 
down the Lagunes in th £ 11 h 1 bserved how 
the figures of tie gond 1 th m tl y tume, stood 
from the bright green of th w t d g t the blue sky, 
I caught the best and f h t typ f th \ tian school. 
The sunlight brought out the local colors with dazaling 
brilliancy, anil the shades evea were so luminous that, com- 
paratively, they in their turn might serve as lights; and the 
same may be said of the reflection from the sea-green water. 
All was painted chiaro neU chiaro, so that foamy waves and 
lightning flashes were necessai-y'to give it a grand finish." 

At night we went to the " Fenicc," a handsome theatre, 
built during the past century. The opera of'Attila the 
Hun " was given by an admirable company, who had opened 
the " Fenico " for a few nights, while they waited the begin- 
ning of the season at tho Scala of Milan. There were 
Austrian soldiers stationed at all the doors, and several 
like marble statues along the parquette. A light vaude- 
ville followed the opera, in which the acting was inimitable, 
and so expressive that strangers to the language understood 
the plot and incidents perfectly, from the gestures and play 
of the countenance. The Italians are unequalled as mimics 
or pantorai mists. 

The Grand Canal.— y^o have spent all the day along 
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tlie Grand Canal wliioh winds like a aerpent tlirougli the 
centre of Venice No oity m the woild tan boast a more 
magnificent stieet From the Mocenigo Palace we, stept 
into our gondoU, and parsed along the " Piaazetta di San 
Marco," by the Eojal Gaidon, thi only green spot jn the 
islaad, and then entered the c-iniL It ia very broad, with 
ita waters ebbing and flowing with the swell of the Adriatic. 
From their green depths risi, up on eacH side immense 
palaces fronted with marble, of vast height, and occasionally 
adorned with balconies, or bow-windows, shaded by gaily- 
colored awnings. The sparkling waves created by our gon- 
dola, rippled over the lowest steps of the wide marble stair- 
way, leading to their vestibules, or corridors. 

As ours was a " voyage of delight " — a voyage in pursuit 
of golden memories to treasure in the heart forever, we 
brought back a rich freight, beginning with the Palazzo Emo, 
where we saw the fine statues by Canova oiUedor and Ajax, 
continuing on until we came to the Isola Santa Chiara, 
where the Grand Canal terminates. We visited all the moat 
remarkable palaces, viewing their collections of pictures, their 
statuary, and objects of vertu. 

The Palace of Foscari has a thrilling interest from its 
name. Byron's tragedy has engraven it upon many a heart, 
and sad remembrances of Marina and tko young Foscari 
came to us as we walked through the noble saloons. There we 
saw too the Contarini Palace, where he wooed and won his 
beautiful bride ; for she was 

" A daughter of llie house that now among 



In hojioi- of her the buoentanrwas brought out, and the canal 
in front of the Palace was covered by a bridge of boats, that 
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the bridegroom might pass over, attended by liis grand 
retinue of horse. " The marriage caused great rejoicings for 
three days," says Sanuto the historian. 

We saw the Mocenigo Palace, where Byron lived in 1818. 
We went into the room where ho spent most of his hours, 
and where he wrote several of his finest poems. The furni- 
ture remains just aa when he occupied the apartment. Bj 
the window was a large soft- cushioned chair, which the cice- 
rone assured us was Byi'on'a fiivorite seat, overlookiog the 
gay canal. There he was wont to muse perhaps upon 



iny ! yet how few I " 

In tho Pisani Moretta Palace we were shown the picture 
by Paul Veronese (deemed one of his best), representing the 
" Tent of Darius," wherein hia wife and children are kneeling 
before Alexander. There also was the group of Icarus and 
Dcedalus, by Canova. 

Pa^ng many other palaces, we came to the " Bridge of 
the Rialto," made as it were a landmark in the history of 
Venice by the " immortal bard of Avon." It is an arch, 
marble-eased, over tho canal, joining the island of the llialto 
to the island of San Marco. It is very high and wide, and 
contains numerous small shops, two or three rows of them, 
and a passage-way. Near this bridge was the Mivo Alio, 
where the first Venetians, flying from Attiia the Hun, made 
themselves a home. 

" A few, in fear 
Flying away from him whose boast it was 
That the grusa grew not where his horse had trod, 
Gave hirih to Venice. Like the water-fowl, 
They l>uilt their nesls among the oeean-warea." 

In the " oldeii timo," this Kialto was tbe great exehange of 
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the nierclmnta ; now it is only a place for commerce in dried 
fish and imitation jewelry. However, the Jews still appear 
to be its principal occupants. 

THe " Bridge of the Kialto " ia the ouly one over the 
Grand Canal ; elsewhere along its margin, when one wishes 
to cross they are ferried over in gondolas. We walked across, 
and after looking at the buildings around, continued on to the 
Gasa d'Ora, a splendid palace ornamented in the Eastern 
style. It was onoo entirely gilded without, and so was called 
the " Golden House." Of course the gilt has vanialied, hut 
the name remains. It now belongs to TagUoni, the danseuse, 
and is quite restored to its former magnificence. It is gor- 
geously furnished, and decorated with pictures and fine statu- 
ary. There are several rooms and Insurious boudoirs open- 
ing upon a terrace in the i-ear of the Palace, where there is a 
little grove of orange and lemon trees. This terrace is two 
or three stories above the surface of the Canal. 

Next we visited the Palazzo Vendramini, erected in 
1483. ItbeloDgstotheDntchesdeBerriat this time, and is 
reckoned one of the finest palaces in Venice, We saw there 
the portraits of all the Bourbon family. Tiiat of Louis 
Philippe was admirable, likewise the sketch of the Duke de 
Berri, taken by an artist the morning of the night when ho 
was killed in Paris. The artist had long been entreating 
him to sit to him, hut the Duke had always found some 
excuse for not complying. On the morning of that day he 
suddenly appeared in the studio and gave the painter a long 
sitting. When he left him he said gayly, " Au revfnr. At 
twelve to-moiTow I shall be here 1 " That night, leaving the 
opera, he was assassinated. 

The Duchess is married to a Sardinian Count, She was 
absent at her chateau in lilyria. Her portrait represents 
her as a handsome woman. The Count de Ohambord, her 
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son whose picture was among the Bourbon family, lias a fine 
intellectual face. 

Some of the apartments were hnag with embossed Span- 
ish leather, gilt, and curiously wrouglit. There were tables of 
esi^uiaito mosaics — armoires of ehoay, inlaid with gold and 
precious gems, multitudea of costly yases and graceful trifles. 
In the Palazzo Manfrini we saw a raluable collection 
of paintings by the old masters. The portrait of AriostOj by 
Titian, is woadrously beautiful, possessing a light within tho 
eyes as though the poetic soul spoke from them. It was very 
liko a friend of mine in our far-distant home. There were 
several pictures by Giorgione, and the Queen of Cypi-us by 
Titian; paintings by Cimabue and Giotto, by Oarracci, 
Guide, and Sebastian del Piombo. We only glanced at the 
mass, reserving our especial attention for a few. There 
were portraits of Laura an^ of Petrarch. Neither of them 
was favorable to the impression imagination had wrought 
upon my mind, Laura's picture represented her as neither 
young or lovely, while Petrarch's had the dissatisfied, queru- 
lous look of an old man, although he must have been in the 
bright days of his life when the painting was made. The 
gobelin tapestry in several rooms was very well preserved, in 
spito of the hundreds of years that have passed since the 
noble family of Manfrini adorned with it their splendid halls. 
As we were crossing a wide corridor, we looked from one 
of the windows into what we imagined to be the Atrium, or 
Court of the Palace ; in place of the marble pavement we saw 
a lovely little garden with tairy-like fountains and rare and 
Hweet- breathing flowers. 

Leaving the Grand Canal and turning into a more narrow 
'' water-street," wii came to the Palazzo Trevisano, "a rich 
and lofty edifice of mingled Gothic and Venetian styles. It 
belonged to the Capello family, and was the home of Bianoa, 
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whose eventful life lias been the theme of novelist and poet. 
8be was gifted with. " the fatal dower of heauty " — a beauty 
wild and enrapturing as that of the fabled Oirce. Her parents 
watehed its gradual development, and built up for her a 
future of even royal grandeur; but while they deemed her yet 
a child, her woman's heart had awakened, and she loved 
passionately the gay and handsome Pietro Buonaventura, 
who daily passed her father's palace to his vocation as a 
writ«r in the Bank of the Salviati. To those days, as to our 
own, may be applied the homely Saxon adage, " Where there 
is a will, there is a way," and often did the fair Bianca bribe 
the porter of the palace-door to yield to her the key. Then 
she stole down the maj'ble steps, where her lover's gondola 
lay waiting in the deep shadow east by some neighboring 
balcony, and springing into it, glided over the silent canals, 
until the " fresher bteeae of morning " gave token of the 
coming day. When returning, she crept gently to her cham- 
ber. For many weeks this dream of love continued; but 
at length the " lordly father " foand an alliance worthy of 
his " peerless daughter," and bade her prepare for the nup- 
tials. Gi-eat was his wonder, when with tears of agony she 
implored him to refuse for her the marriage proposal. The 
parents sternly commanded compliance with their wishes, and 
left her. When night came, the wonted signal told her that 
below awaited the gondola. For the last time she descended 
the marble stairway, and then away with her lover over the 
calm lagoon to the mainland fled the high-born Bianca 
Capello, with Pietro Buonaventura, the child of the people. 
But " Love like Death levels all distinctions." They hurried 
on to Florence, where they implored the protection of Fran- 
cisco, son of Cosmo di Medici. He was. young and sympa- 
thetic, and willingly granted it, making Pietro an offieor ot 
his household, and bestowing high honors upon both the fugi- 
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tivea. The enraged father of Eianoa renoimced lior forever, 
and even iadueed the " CouDcil of Ten " to set a price upon 
tke head of Pietro. 

Tte sunlight of prosperity served but to reveal the dark 
selfislmeaa of Buonaveotura'a nature, and soon liianea dis- 
covered she had given life, love, and hope to a villain. Then 
came the bitterest and moat crushing trial of her woman's 
heart- — desertion hy him for whom ahe had abandoned pa- 
rents, home, and country. At last, in her despair, she sought 
a refiige from hia scorn and neglect in the adoration of Fran- 
cisco, over whom she exercised the power of an enchantress. 
He was perfectly beneath her apell ; and when hia wife, Jo- 
anna of Austria, died (from a broken heart, the reault of his 
infidelity), be married Bianca Capello, and presented her to 
bis court as their queen. An ambassador was despatched to 
Venice to demand her, " the Daughter of St. Mark," as bis 
consort. Quickly were the vows of vengeauoe once uttered 
by the Capolli forgotten, and gracious jvas tbe-roception ac- 
corded to the envoy of Fraiicisco. A deputation accompa- 
nied them to Florence, to assist in the second and public 
nuptials. The first bad been iu secret. Pietro was mur- 
dered by some of hia reckless aasooiates, and Bianca became 
the renowned beauty of Florence, encircled by the admira- 
tion of adoring crowds. But there waa one whoae evil eye 
was upon her, Francisco's uncle, the Cardinal di Medici. 
Skilled in the deadly poisons which made that family the 
terror of Europe, be found means to drug the driukiug-cups 
of the Duke and Dacbess, and they both perished witiin a 
few days of each other. Bianca Capello was buried privately 
in the crypt of San Lorenzo at Florence, her name blotted 
from the public archives, and the words " the vile Bianca " 
written in their, place. Thus ended the career of the match- 
less and beautiful " Daughter of Venice." 
Voi„ T.— 11 
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We were depply lutirisfcil m hei stoiy, rektcd fo u«, jh 
we passed tliruugh the desolate and ciumbhiig Palace of the 
Capelli, by an aged Italian antiquaiian from Padua, whom 
we ohaaeed to meet during our wanderings in palace and 
prison. He wa^ an enthuaiast, possessing piofound Ifarnmg, 
and well versed m the "ancient loie " of the Eepublie 
Greatly were we indebted to bim , foi he called our attcn 
tion to objects of (lassie and histotie mtereatj which else we 
might have passed unheeded by 

With the Palace of the CapelU ended our mornmg's 
voyage. The windows of the dming room at our hotel 
opened upon (he nairow ijuai of thi, Biva dei Schravoni, 
where were gathered people of many nations A party of 
turbaned TurKs were seated, gravely amokmg their cuuoua 
pipes in profound silence, while near them, on a small carpet 
spread upon the pavement, were a set of necromancers and a 
dark-skinned Hindoo swallowing a sword, as though it were 
^ luscious morsel. 3^hen Moors, Gieeka, Armenians, and 
Africans — dancers, singers, tuiubler'i, and organ-grinders; 
besides guitar-players, with their songs in the soft, lisping 
Venetian dialect. Some were quietly dnnLmg coffee, while 
others were talking and gesticulating wildly. What a va- 
ried, gay, and animated scene it was ' Almj-jt with regret 
we left it for our twilight eseursJon along the Canal of the 
Gruideeca, and afar out into the lagoon, to cateh a glunpse 
of the Adriatic. 

The gondola ! The gondola ! Like the sweet breath of 
violets oomes to me, as I write, the remembrance of the joy- 
ous hours spent within the gondola. It is indeed the perfec- 
tion of all locomotion. In it there is delightful repose, min- 
gled with the consciousness of rapid movement. A delicious, 
cireamy feeling falls gently upon the heart, and disposes the 
mind to thoughts of beauty, to thoughts of love and of ro- 
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mince No Imiger (an we wonder tint all the liiatories of 
Vcnirf, lie filled with them, or thit tho re:,oid8 ol deep pas- 
sion there possess a spell unknown in colder elimes. The 
gondolas are long, sharp boats, with a cabin m the centre, 
pointed hi ick This contains two or four seati, his windows 
with lattice hlinda, and a dooi which shuts one m as com- 
pletely from the paaseis-by ■iS thoagh within a private room. 
The beats are large and soitlj cushioned and the most lusu- 
riouh of sensations ii expprienced as one throws one's self 
bicL upon them, and beholds palaces, domes, turrets, and 
islinds, glide by as though they too wcie floating upon the 
waters. It is onrapturtng I like the joy of a pleasant dream, 
when we meet the dearlj-loved and long- parted, we know not 
how nor where. 

We had the same gondola during all our sojourn, and 
lucky were we in our gondolier. He was the most pictur- 
esque-looking and comely gondolier, thoy told lae, in Venice, 
with his velvet jacket, red sash, and jaunty" cap. Hia name 
was Augustine, but we always called " Anzoletto ; " for he 
might have served aa the original of the faithless lover of 
gentle " Consaelo." Often did we think of her aa we passed 
along the places so eloC[ueiitly described by that wonderful 
writer, George Sand. Several times, out upon the lagoons, 
we met large parties in ieets of gondolas (with the black 
cabins removed). They were gaily arrayed, and all the 
women had long black veils over their heads. They were 
handsome, bold-looking women, with large dark eyes, and 
brunettes in complexion. They were frequently singing, and 
tho voices, coming to us over the sparkling waters, had a tone 
of exquisite melody ; although 
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Her palaces are cvumbliDg on the shore, 
Acd music meeta not alnajE now the ear ; 
Those ie.ys are gone — but beauty still is here ; 
States full, arts fade — but nature doth not die. 
Noc yet forget tbat Venice once was dear, 
The pleasant place of all festivity. 
The revel of tl th th f Italy ! " 

Auguatino was yu t t il g t d thusiastio iu his 
love of Venice — at ti am t m fi Republican, anil 
had fought in the r t R It "Wl i wo would he 

fav out on the lag b y d th 11 h ng ears of the 
Austrian police, he \ ull. t t , p theti.e language, 

the efforts and the struggles of the poor Venetians, while all 
the Powers of Europe calmly saw the spirit of Liberty 
tramiplod down and crushed by the Austrians. As we lis- 
tened to him, how vividly to my memory came those thrilling 
words of ByrOD ; 

" Thy love of Taseo ehouid have cut the knot 
Which ties thee to thy tyrants ; and thj lot 
la shameful to the nations ; most of all, 
Albion, to ihee! The Ocean Queen should not 
Abandon Ocean's children," 

In the glorious days of Venice, it was the custom to dee- 
orate the gondolas in the most gorgeous manner. To such an 
estent was it carried, that entire fortunes were spent to 
adorn them upon the festive occasions, when the Doge wed- 
ded the Adriatic, or gave a dowry to the brides of Venice. 
At last the Senate passed an order that they should be paint- 
ed all black, and thus they have continued ever since. The 
only ornament permitted is a broad piece of steel, fastened 
to the prow of the gondola; it glitters in the sunlight like 
one of the famed Venetian mirrors, so celebrated for centu- 
ries. The gondolIcrB, Augustino told us,, prided themselves 
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upon Laving this eteel as beautifully polished aa tliough it 
were tte precious jewel of a qneen. There are usually two 
goudoliers, and they stand erect, propelling the boat by a 
slight and graceful movement of the body. 

When we returned from the Guidecca, it was deep night ; 
link but gemmed with myriads of stars. The Piagzeita, 
lud long the (^uai, wis lighted up by dazzling jets of gas. 
The^e, Tefle< ted m the waters below, produced a strangely 
1 1 illi mt effect It was as though there were a city beneath, 
fi m whose windows streamed long rays of light. The eol- 
uinu oiowned by the Winged Lion of St. Mark was there, 
<Lnd the Campanile aud the palace of the Doges. It was a 
gorgeous '^lght, and a strange one. 

We landed and walked across the Piazzetta to the Piazza 
San Marco. We had seen it several times by day, but 
wished now to view it by night. However, it was night 
without dai'kness in that renowned old place of St. Mark. A 
perfect blaze of radiance flooded the square, revealing its in- 
numerable pillars, its balconies, and the grand old Cathedral, 
with its mosaics, and the bronzed steeds, seeming from the 
height above as though striving to spring down upon the 
pavement. The piazza was filled with people, dressed in the 
costumes of " nearly all the nations of earth," and the cafes 
well thronged. At intervals the band of an Austrian regi- 
ment played fine selections from operas. When they ceased, 
concerts of itinerant musicians were heard in various direc- 
tions, and the bawling and ajueakiiig of PtMcMneUi. There 
were numbers of bright-eyed women walking with well- 
dressed men, or .sitting at small marble tables, eating ices. 
Although the women have abandoned their national costume, 
they still retain the long veil, either of white or of black 
lace. This gives them a picturesque look, and they have a 
graceful way of crossing it over the bosom (their dresses be- 
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JDg rather dicolUe^ low-neoked), " half concealing, half re- 
pealing," the most beautiful busts I have ever seen. Their 
hands and feet are very email, possihlj from the little use they 
make of them. They seem a joyous, contented people, kind 
snJ cordial, satisfied with the present, and thoughtless of the 
future. It was like opening one's heart to the aimlight to 
look upon this scene of happiness and mirth. The Venetians, 
in spite of the tyranny which oppresses them, appear content 
with esistence. Their delioious climate and natures, quickly 
alive to the influence of pleasure, may perhaps dispel trouble 
as soon aa felt ; their faces certainly are irradiated by a 
bright expression rarely seen elsewhere. 

We passed several cafes, the constant resort of the 
Greeks, where we stopped to admire their admirable and clas- 
sic contour of face and form, their liquid eyes and noble 
browB, worthy to have inspired the genius of Phidias. After 
drinking coffee at Florian's {quite a famous cafe}, we walked 
home along the silent streets, so narrow they scarcely deserve 
the name of street. They are but winding alleys, for by 
stretching out one's arms, the houses on either side were 
touched. By the side of some of the canals there is a ledge 
about two or three feet in width, where persons may walk. 
The bridges are very numerous, and are formed one step above 
the other to the summit. They are all made sufficiently high 
to permit the gondolas to pass under them, save along the 
quai and the Piazza and Piazzetta. The most intense silence 
prevails, and when it is broken by the voice, never elsewhere 
have I heard it so loud. 

During one of our visits to an old convent, we met a 
courteous friar, who kindly showed me, in the ancient library, 
a map or chart of Venice in its earliest day. The numerous 
islands (seventy-two) upon which it is built are laid down as 
only little dots upon the surface of the Adriatic. What eii- 
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ergy and industry were required to rear a great city upon 
such a foundatioa ! Long piles were first driven deep into 
the marsli formed by ihe'dibris brought down from the Alps 
by many rapid streams. Within circle? of these piles, stones 
and great rocks, brought with infinite labor from the main- 
laad, were thrown, thus slowly maiing small islands. Upon 
tliem the iugitives built rude houses and churches. The 
space between these islands was cleared away, and the waters 
of the Adriatic sufiered to flow freely through them, forming 
streets like canals. Hence, the gondola was aa necessary to 
Venice as the sunlight to the flower, and quite as much a 
part and portion of its glory as are its splendid paJaces, glit- 
tering domes, and lofty towers. 

In the first days of Veuice it was oaly a fishing town, 
where the terror-stricken Veneti fled from the fearful Huo, 
and building, like the sea-bird, their home among the sedges 
and rushes' of the islets, they seemed ^udowed by Provi- 
dence, ever " beniguant and kind," with a genius, and an 
adaptativeness to their condition, unpreoedented in the annals 
of the world. If the Romans imbibed strength and vigor 
from the wolf's milk, the Venetians certainly derived their 
power and energy from the stern poverty of their condition, 
and the unceasing necessity of action, of toU, and of strug- 
gle. Over all the surroundings of a hard fortune they tri- 
umphed, aud became the great commercial power of Europe. 
Her ships were oa all the seas, and the name of Venice was 
never uttered except with" the words "glorious and rich" 
preceding it. From the period of its first creation by the 
fugitives from the desolating power of Attila, until its dowa- 
fall before the victorious Bonaparte, there were thirteen hun- 
dred years. First, there was poverty and constant combat 
with difficulties; next, prosperity and splendor j then, cor- 
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ruption and treachery, and at last the surrender of all powur 
iuto the hands of strangers and hard masters. 

From Attila to Bonaparte there is a long array of glorious 
names, which still light up the pages of history, and can 
never grow dim while the love for Shakspeare, for Byroa, 
for Schiller, for Dante, and for Tasso, hare a home and hold 
upon the human heart. They have perpetuated the noble 
deeds, and graven upon the soul the impassionoi: 

" Ours ia a trophy nhitli will not decay 
With the Rialto ; Sliylock and the Moor, 
Aud Pierre, can not be swept or worn away, 
The Eeyatones of the Arch ! Though all wen 
e the solitary shore." 
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Tjik ohtirchea of VeDice are exceedingly numerous, of dif- 
ferent styles of architecture, from the Gothic to the modem 
Italian. Those, however, huilt hy the great Palladio are 
by far tho most magnificent. Venice, styled by au old Italian 
author " The Home of Northern Italy," almost equals the 
" Holy City " in the number and splendor of its temples to 
Feligiou., They are richly decorated, filled with works of 
art, and iiionuments so costly, the wealth of entire families 
was often needed to rear them. Then, about the altars are 
scattered precious jewels and vessels of gold, while above 
them are the paintings of Titian, of Paul Veronese, of Pal- 
ina, Vecchio, and other artists, not so dear to me as those be- 
fore whose pictuies we lingeied long and admiiingly 

In the Middle Ages, when a signal blm^ing of the good 
Oofhadbeen glinted to i people, thiy gave expression to 
their gratitude by eiecting some noble edifice, dedicated to 
hi'^ everlasting worship Thus was built the Marta deUa 
f^aluie in 1632, by the decree of the fepnate, after the cess**- 
tion of the gieit Pligue, when iistj thousand of the inhab- 
it mts died It is» oireular church, with a lofty dome, sus 
timed by column'! and in the recesses are eight chapels, 
adorned with valuable pictures and statuary. 
Vol. I,— 11* 
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riii; Llmri,li nt tliG Jeiuita built in l^-iS quite n lorn 
■jtiucturi, H goigpoua -lul splendid m the est Pme The 
pillars aro f white mirlde with verd antique inlaid on their 
euiface t: represent the leivea of a vine (.limbing up them 
The alt ai haa columns of lerd antique cit o tt ot a solil 
block and above it the Martyidom of San Loroi/o by 
Titian Just in front of the altar is a slab marking tl e 
re tmg pli;,e of Minm the la^t Doge of Venice who when 
he WIS oaiied upon to take tl e oith ff allegiance to Austria 
fell sensele s uj on the ground It wa's his descendant 
Mawn whoinlH48and 49 so gallantly strode to recover 
the lo?t liberties of the Republic 

The OhurLh ot the Sanhs^mo Bedenime is upon the 
Islaal of the (4uideoca ^natiisavis to the Palace of the 
Doges It la ilso an ev voto (a thanksgiving) for the cessa 
t n of the plague in 15 i 6 and is one of the finest gtruc 
tuies of Palladi 

The Church oi San Ghotanm e Paolo his the monu 
meat of the Doge \endramin deemel one of the most 
niagniicpnt in VeniLO ind aJ'iO (cntansthe famous Md,T 
tyrJom of "it Pet r by Tit an sail to le the third p cture 
in the world m j oint of excellence and touch ng 1 ea ty 
This p'wnt ng was conss lercd so precious that the Senile 
issued a deoiee forbidding the Domini ana the Monl.^ >f 
that Chnich to sell it on [enalty of death This Basdica 
of St John and St Pawl is qu te the T^ st uinster of Venice 
There are multituiles of tombs of the haughty Dugea and 
noble Patricians. E( en to the grave was carried the love 
of splendor which ohaiacterizpd them in life. In front of 
the Church, in a little s^naro is the bionze equestrian statuo 
of Colleoni, the Greneial who firht introduced the use of 
cannon on the field of battle before, they had only been 
used in batteries. 
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San Sahastiano has a noble fagade by Saiisovino. It is 
the burial place of Paul Veronese (tbe great painter). 
Tbere is only a bust of him over bis grave, but a glorious 
raonuiaeat to him exists in tbe creations of his genius, which 
are seen in the marvellous pictiires, hanging over tbe altars 
and in tbe great dome, painted by his band. It was a happy 
thought to make his last rcsting-plaoe in the, midst of the 
glowing productions of his genius. 

The Santa Maria Formosa is a fine Church of the four- 
teenth century. It is interesting from having been the scene 
of the incidents related concerning " The Brides of Venice." 
These circumstances occurred in 994, on the eve of St. 
Mary, when, as was the Venetian custom, 

" The noblest sons and daughters of the state, 
Whose names arc written in the book of gold, 
Were on that day to solemnize their nuptials." 

\11 assembled in the Chur b likewi''e twelve young girlw 
the moift vntuous and beaitiful f the poorei t-la^e'' en 

1 wed by tbo state with marriage portions an3 given by 
the Do^e h miielf to their lovei'! Just when the nuptial 
beneliLtun wis being pronounced by the patrianh the 
djors bu ^t open and an irmed band of p rates who hid 
I m thi, preceding night in arobu'ih behind the lakud fell 
upon the aitomsbed and affiighted throng They were lei 
(.n by the terrible Barharo anl his sx brotheis clad in 
■irmor They sei7e 1 the maidens and caskets of jewels 
which were to be their dowry md fled with them to their 
boats and then ^et sail for Istria 

" freighted, alas ! with all that life endears, 
The richest atjiosiea were poor to them." 
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The frantic biiJegrooms, with the Dnge at their head, quick- 
ly aimed and foUnwed them, and ovei taking the pirates near 
the Island of Fi luh, where they were dividing their booty, 
they biought hack the brides of Venii* in triumph to their 
homes The pirates of the "Adtiatic," although aa dar- 
ing as the founder of the " eternal city," met not with the 
same success, until the last years of the Republic, On the 
anniversary of that day, a gilded baige, with twelve virgins 
elad m bridil robes, with long veils glided along the grand 
canil under the Bialto up to the Ducal Palace where a 
binijuet was served for them — The Brides if Venice." 
An old Venetian historian describes the spectacle as one of 
gorgeous splendor. The palaces ilon^ the canals were all 
hung with rich draperies of vehet and gold, the balco- 
nies and roofs crowded with spectators, and the ver\ at- 
mosphere resounding with music and songs of joy 

Glorious old Venice I Truly beautiful are these memo- 
ries of thy prime | How dif&cult it was to leave the dingy 
old quarto, in which I read this description Eien the aged 
monk exclaimed: "Ah, Signoial yfu should pass months 
here. Tou seem to love the ancient glory of our Bepublio." 
This was in the library of the " Frari," where I spent seve- 
ral hours. The convent buildings have been devoted to 
the archives of the Venetian State, and nowhere In Venice 
was I more impressed with the power once hers, than in 
these myriad records of her grandeur. There are nearly 
two hundred rooms and galleries, walled in with books from 
floor to ceiling. Often were we lost in this labyrinth, and 
but for our old priest we should have experienced difficulty 
in finding Our way out. Never have I met more kindness 
and consideration than among the different religious frater- 
nities in Italy, They appear well informed and learned 
men, and were always willing," nay solicitous, to show us all 
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the pictures and records of their clniTolies. Tiie priest, who 
■wa.a the lieeper of tiie library, pointed out to me many works 
of inestimable value, and even permitted me to read portions 
of thorn. 

The Church of Santa Maria dei Frari is most conse- 
crated ground, for it coEtainsthe dust of Titian, and also of 
Oanova. It was built about 1250, and is rich in pictures, 
statues, bas reliefs, and inlaid work of costly marbles. Ti- 
tian died of tke plague in the year 1375, aged ninety-nine 
years. It was the custom to take all the bodies of those 
wh.0 died of that disease to tho main, shore, where they were 
east into one common grave ; but the Senate commanded 
that Titian should be buried near the grand altar, where a 
simple tablet for centuries alone indicated the spot. Upon it 
1 these words : 



" Here Kes tlie great Titian, 
Rival. of Zcusia and Apellea." 

But now a noble monument has been erected to his honor 
by the Emperor Ferdinand I. It is of Parian and Carrara 
marble, and has many emblematic groups. There is a por- 
trait of Titian, supported by two figures representing the 
past and the present centuries. Sculptured in bas relief are 
several of Titian's most famous pictures Immediately oppo- 
& te to th no n ent s tl at i Can va the world-famed 
& ulptor He d ow the d gn f a t b utending it 
sho Id be tl e mon n ent of T t an but n te d it was ap- 
pro] I ated to h m elf The ho nage of many nat ons mani- 
fc ted tself n tl e cent b tons Enghnl France, and 
( e many sent the r pirt ns and even Ame a give a small 
au o nt Tl e mon nent s a ^rett ; yram 1 of Carrara 
u arhle w th a t mb w th n t Into tb lo rway various 
alienor c 1 n o irners are ent«r n^ The r heads are bowed, 
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and each bears in his hands some tribute to the wHuderful 
talent of Canova. 

The monument of the Doge Eoscari, deposed by the Vene- 
tians, came next. It was erected bj his grandson, the gon of 
the unhappy G-iaeomo, who perished in exile. It is grand and 



mple, Withinaniche 
is though asleep, upon i 
ire two soldiers, standi 



figure with clasped hands, reclining 
At his feet and head 
ig erect as sentinels over his repose. 



It waa this Doge Foscari who asked aa a last favor of thos 
who forced him to abdicate, that he should be permitted to 
descend the " Giant's Staircase " in his robes of dignity and 
oEEce. As he was slowly and sadly walking down them, the 
great bells of Saint Mark rang out resounding peals at the 
election of his successor. The old man paused and listened, 
then fell senseless upon the pavement. The next day he died, 
his heart bursting in the struggle between [r de and gr ot 

A short distance from this memorial s tte non ment of 
Doge Nicolo Tron, who died in 1471. It a ■itupendo 
structure, near eighty feet high. It s composed i m'iny 
stories, ornamented with colossal figu es has rel efa and 
atatue of the Nieolo himself, who was once a great merchant 
and afterwards the Doge. 

The monument of the Doge Pesaro s very t ngulir It 
has many columns of great height, rest g po the shoulder 
of immense statues, representing negroes r M ors of I lack 
marble. The figures are dressed in wl tc an 1 1 av ti ck 
lips and woolly heads. Throngh seve al re ts n t! e r gar 
ments tJie black skin peeps out. It s a e j cur us c n 
ceit of the artist, and there are skeleton of br nzc h 3d ng i 
sepulchral urn, and serpents and scrolls inl Ir gons In 
the midst of all these horrors the D ge s s tt ng There 
surely was never a greater expenditure w th a worse result 

We visited many other Churches and bcuole, (benevolent 
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institutions,) where we saw maltitudes of pictures by Tinto- 
retto, lielliDi, and artists of less reputation. Then we direct- 
ed Augustino to take us to the house of Goldoni, the dramatic 
author, whose oomediea had so often greatly amused me. It 
is quite a lofty house, although in a narrow street, and has a 
tablet over the door telling it was his place of birth. Then 
we glided by the house of Othello, now a mberable and 
crumbling mansion, and on to the " Priull PaWe," made 
famous hy Otway's tragedy of " Pierre and Jaffier." The 
house of Titian we saw nest, and the house where Petraroh 
lived when in Venice. 

As the afternoon was delightful we went over to the 
" Lido," an island with a hard beach, where Byron came often 
to ride at evening. He kept his horse there, building a sta- 
ble on the sands for him. The green waves of the Adriatic 
were rolling in, crested with white foam, and the breeze blew 
freshly from the Dalmatian coast, while afar off was Venice, 
floating as it were in a sea of golden light, a perfect halo 
lingering around its domes and its Winged Lion of Saint 
Mark. 

The Armenian Convent is upon an island near by. The 
monks are exceedingly intelligent and learned men. It was 
there Byron went to acquire the Eastern languages. The 
library is of great extent, and contains Oriental manuscripts 
of rare value. On the island of San Servolo is the Mad- 
House \ at the windows were standing shadowy-looking forma 
with pallid faces. 

The Arsenal is of vast extent, and near the Porio Leone ; 
at the entrance are the lions, brought from the Morea by 
Morosini. Prom an inscription engraven upon the shoulder 
of one of the lions, it would appear they were memoriab of 
the battle of Marathon, and must have attained the venerable 
age of twenty-three hundred years. In the Armory was the 
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helmet of Attila, the Hun, and tattered baDEers captured 
from many nations. Those brought back by 

" blind old Dandolo ! 
The octogenarian chief. Byzantium's conquering foe," 

had an especiil interest Henry Dandolo waa made Doge 
when he was e ghty five yeir old, in 1192. He led the attack 
upon Const nt n pic and was the first to rush into the city; 
thui real z ng sa I the 'S enetiaus, the prophecy of the 
" Erythrsea &1\1 wl d ran thus; "A gathering to- 
gethe of the powerf 1 shall ho made amidst the waves of the 
Adriatic, under a hlind leader." 

The model of the Bucenim-o (the Buoentaar) is in the 
Arsenal. When the French captured Yenice they, made 
great destruction, and burnt the Buoentaur, which was 
always kept there. It was only taken out once each year, 
when the Doge wedded the Adriatic. This ceremony was of 
great antiquity, and consisted in a grand pageant, while the 
immense barge, rowed by two hundred oarsmen, carried the 
Doge beyond the Lido, where he espoused the Adriatic by 
casting a riag into the waters. The marriage was deemed 
an assertion, of the dominion of the republic over the sea. 

There was a time when the Arsenal fitted out the great- 
est fleets in the world Sixteen thousand men were often 
occupied w tbm its wills Dante visited the Arsenal in those 
dayi and he his perpetuated its fame by drawing from it 
illnBtrationa foi hi« Infuno The cauldions of boilng 
pitch, the fires beue^th them, and the caulking <\t the enoi 
mous ships are invcsti,d by him with a chirm it wiuld be 
deemed impostiblo to confer upon obiecti so unpoctic Hio 
geniu'* wa.s lile the ra^s if a Veietiin sunset casting a 
bryht and glorious radiance aioimd every (bject it tiuche* 

A biautiful wirk of Ciajvas is there — the monument 
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of ADgclo Emo, oDe of the last great men of the repiiblic. 
He was an admiral in her navy, and coiamanded in the war 
with the B'lrhiry powers As a member of the fearful 
( DC 1 of T h a vo e w a alway* raised in pleading 
fo the wretthed cr nals Canova refused to reoeiye any 
c [ nsit n for th 8 w rk although the Senate insisted upon 
^ V g h in a pens on 

\s we were ncessantly upon the canals, or out on the 
1 ona we often hearl the gondol ers singing, in a very 

US •il tone t n nat be confessed We asked Angua- 
t thev sjng now tl e Verses ot Tasso ; " but he replied, 
" Ah ! no, Signora. The songs of Tasso were written for a 
free people, and we are only slaves ! " The Venetians are 
very fond of calling Tasso their countryman, claiming him 
as such, because he was educated partly in Venice and partly 
in Padua. His father was bom there, but Torquato's birth- 
place was Sorrento, near Naples. 

Our last evening in Venice we devoted to an "entire 
voyage " around the city ; beginning at the Biva dei Sohia- 
voni, passing through the Ganaie di San Marco, in front of 
the public gardens, established by the French, (and there- 
fore not a favorite resort of the Venetians;) then up the 
Canal di GasteUo, by the castle of San Pietro, on to the 
raanuiacturing village of Mestre ; then to the Canal Orande, 
the main artery to the " heart of Venice," the Piazza di 
San Marco. We directed the cabin of the gondola to be 
removed, that our eyes might bancLuet for the last time upon 
the exquisite view. To no other city in the world can 
Venice be compared. It is alone and peerless in its beauty. 
Enthusiasm flames up from the soul at the recollection of 
those glorious days when the " Ocean Queen " was 

" The Planter of tho Lion, which through fire 
And blood she boie o'ev (subjeut cai'th and ma ; " 
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tbon a tender pity possesses tte heart a-t her downfall and 
her decay. 

Reclining upon the luxurious cushions of the gondola,.! 
read aloud to Ootavia the thrilling tragedy of " The Two 
Eoscari." Under the influences of the very scenes therein 
described, it is not wonderful we both felt it had a charm 
beyond even the usual spell of ]Jy p y 

Leaving the husy throng I g F tt gl 1 1 

under the " Bridge of Sighs,' h ts 1 k 1 d f il g 
like a funeral drapery over the I to h A G de 

where we told the gondoliers 

we floated slowly over tho wat W h d li g 

down over the distant Alps, wh 1 h t ^ 

upward streamed long rays f I gh h gh h y 

gorgeous banners in the sky. I II ni d 



And darJtness came, and with h 11 m b d 

below the Grand Oaiial. Lo w 1 g d g ng po 
the scene, aa though to stamp h d h 

pressions of that erening in V y p 

for upon memory they are pa I li p 1 f I gh 
and treasured within the hear 1 p j j 

Truly could I exclaim, with my f 11 1 k m g 

" The happiest momenta wh 
Withiu the web of mj existence, some 
From thee, fair Veuice, have their colocs caught ! " 

In parting from the " City of tte Sea," I feel the certainty 
in coming years we shall meet again. 
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Bv the morning train wu left \'enl(!e, and were therefore 
compelled to be at the dogana at an early hour. Our good 
Augustino, who Iiad been constantly attending ua during 
our stay there, acuompaniod ua. The poor gondolier had a 
warm and kind heart, and was so deeply grateful to us, we 
could not part with him without regret, earnestly wishing 
we were enabled to take him to our free country, where hia 
real nobility of naiure might be appreciated. 

Oar friends of the Austrian police were still esactlug, 
passing through the routine of our arrival. As an especial 
favor they permitted ua to take away some ancient lace, 
" Point de Teniae," and beads from Mtirano ; but they re- 
tained a revolver, which R. had unhappily brought with him 
from Tesaa. It rec[uired all my diplomatic talent to con- 
vinoG tbo commanding officer that it was not intended for 
murderous purposes, or to incite a revolution, but only a 
usual accompaniment of an American, travelling in his own 
country, and, through ignorance of Austrian laws, continued 
here. The ofBcers on guard had never seen before a " Oolt's 
Revolver," so they all gathered around it, and sent for one 
of their eomradoa, who had been at the world's fair in Lon- 
don, who csplainod the intricacies of this instrument of death 
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to the delighted crowd. Then an officer was ordered to take 
it to the governor of Venice, and obtain his decision con- 
cerning ita destination. In a short time he came back, in- 
forming us the governor had commanded it to be placed in 
the armory, until the American consul should demand it ; so 
we left the unfortunate reyolver, and were soon moying 
slowly over the long viaduct, upon which is laid the railway. 

At Mestre we looked our last upon Venieo. "Its columns, 
spires, and turrets, were glittering in the sunUght, but the 
scene had not for us the touching charm of the preceding 
night. There seems a soft, sad sympathy between evening 
and Venice, for the day of her glory has departed, while the 
softness of twilight still lingers. 

At " substantial, sober, learned " Padna, we tarried only 
to change the cars, and then on to Vicecea and Verona, 
where we took the diligence, and travelled on by Peschiera, 
and along the shores of the Lago di Garda to Brescia. As 
we found there a diligence going up to the " Lake of Idro," 
we seized the opportunity of visiting those romantic scenes, 
so sweetly described by Italian poets. It was night when 
we started, but when morning came, we were delighted with 
the scenery, and the fertile country, and the pretty little vil- 
lages. Often and often, by the road-side, we saw a humble 
shrine, with a Virgin rudely scdptured within it, and peasants 
kneeling before it. At night tliere was a lamp frequently 
placed in a niche, which shone afar off like a star. Our 
route was one little travelled, and hence at the sound of our 
approach the people ran from their small cottages to look 
upon us. They ai'c more healthy and robust than those we 
met near the foot of the Alps, and the women were very 
comely, with their hair twisted up in a largo knot, and im- 
mense pins run through it. 

The morning was fresh and delightful, and the birds were 
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" singing merrily " in every grove througli which we passed. 
We breakfasted at Idro, (the ancient Edrinus,) and drove 
along tlie shores of the lalte to Bocco d'Anfo, a fortress htiilt 
upon tiie summitof a perpendicular cliff, rising Hire a hattle- 
iTient fi'Om the margin of the lake. The first victory of the 
French m 1796 was acMeved there. Before that battle the 
Austriaua had checked the triumphant progress of NapoMon 
at the head of the soldiers of the republic. This fortress, 
crowning the lofty rampart, recalled to us vividly the " cas- 
tellated peaks " overhanging the beautiful Rhine. 

From Roaco d'Anfo we crossed the oouiitry to Iseo, said 
to have taken its name from the Temple of /sis, which once 
existed there. It is on the margin of tho Lake of Iseo, (the 
Lacus Sexinus o£ the Romans.) The scenery is very lovely, 
with villas, towers, and old castles, built up daring tho wars 
of the Uuelphs and the G-hibellines. The histories of many 
of these are full of the daring deeds of their owners, and of 
the sieges they sustained ere they yielded. 

As we journeyed in true Italian fashion, (very slowly,) we 
had time sufficient to admire the town of Lovere, where Lady 
Mary Wortley Montague lived for some mouths. In her 
letters to her daughter she described the spot as a^' miracle 
of beauty." However, wo did not find it to ef[ual Conio, or 
Maggiore, although there are many views from the cliffs ex- 
ceedingly picturesque. We were gratified in seeing the 
j)easant-life remote from large cities. The variety of dia- 
lects mot in our journey was very singular; every village 
and town appeared to have its peculiar patois. Tbus we 
counted, between Venice and Milan, at least twenty ; not one 
resembling the other in the slightest degree. The Venetian 
dialect is sweet and soft, but the remainder are harsh and 
!, especially that of the Bergamese. 
jverewewent on through mulberry plantations and 
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vineyards, all touched by the malaiia, a malady of tbe vice, 
as disastrous to these people as the diseiise of the poUito to 
the Irish ; for heretofore the wine, though weak and poor, was 
the great luxury of the inhabitants. We soon reached Ber- 
gamo, a handsome city, with a population of thirty thousand 
souls, with many manufactories of sili, and fine ehurehes. The 
situation of the town is admirable — on a hill, which it seems 
to crown with ita domes and towers. There is an exceUent 
Statue of Tasso, in Oarrara marble, in one of the palaces. 

"VVe only remained a short time at Bergamo, then, by 
giving an extra huona mano to the postillion, he ijuickened 
the pace of our horses, and brought ub in time to take the 
afternoon train on the railway from Treviglio to Milan. In 
a few hours we reached there, and hastened to the pleasant 
" Hotel de Ville," It had been our purpose to depart at 
once for Genoa, but the diligence had gone only ojie hour 
before our arrival; thus we were forced to take another route, 
leaving at three o'clock in the morning. In spite of my 
fatigue I ran out to look once more upon the splendid Cathe- 
dral, and returning, found Octavia already asleep. Deeming 
it a perfect act of heroism to arise so long before, the dawn, I 
concluded to busy myself in recording the incidents of oiir 
journey from Venice in my journal, and thus be up and wait- 
ing when the hour came. Half-past two has just sounded 
from the clock near by, so I must summon the sleepers from 
the dream-world, to the far less agreeable realities of the 
present. 

It was dark night when we left Milan, by the Porta Ti- 
fiinese, aud drove directly along the bank of the " Canal of 
Pavia," which leads from that city through the plain of 
Iiombardy to the river Adda. By daylight we had reached 
Binasco, where we stopped to change horses; and I walked 
around the old castle where the beautiful Beatrice delta 
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Tenda was beheaded by her cruel husband, in 1418, because 
the stars had foretold she would become bis destroyer. With- 
in the castle is the shield of the Visconti, with their emblem, 
a terrible serpent, called Siscia. 

Until the aun arose we had kept the glass windows down, 
fearing the malaria from the riee plantations, which are 
several feet below the level of the road ; they have canals 
running nortli and south, east and west, intercepting each 
other with ihe precise regularity of the streets of Philadel- 
phia. The sijuares betweea the canals are planted with rice. 
As it was tho harvest- time, it had a rich, yellow color, and 
hundreds and hundreds of peasants were gathering it; the 
meo cut it down ai d tl o woraon gathered it lu great baskets 
strapped across then shoulder? then wading up to their 
knees in mud and water uj on which, the iioe appeals to 
grow, they threw t into latge boats i wed by the old women 
and' children. The dppenauce of these poui creatures wjb 
absolutely pitiable They hal petisely the cimplezioaa ot 
the " Dirt-Eateis ot the jine swamps of the South and 
were like spectres wandeiing through the death mfected dis 
trict. The cultivat on of the rite is deemed extremily un 
healthy, and only in cert la portions ot the plain is it per 
mitted. At the Saidiniau fiontier where we weie compolkd 
to remain some houis the attai,hes of the pel ce told n e the 
whole faniUy who hid mhab ted the poathiue h'il d ed 
within one month The disease piuvalent is a chill return 
ing every third diy intil it ends m deith They seem to 
have no remedy for it except in flymg from the spot 

Neai' Pavia is the most celebiated of monaster es tilled 
the " Certosa of Pivia er cted by G ovanm Vioconfi the 
first Duke of M Ian as an expiation ot his cumes in laOb 
It is embellished with splend d woilis of art and has a i ch 
collection of pictures. It is said that the finest sculptors of 
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Italy were for several centuries occupied ci 
for its cbapels. Near tiie Certosa was fought the battle in 
wliioh Francis I. was taken prisoner ; upoa that memorable 
occasion he uttered the exclainatiofl, which has become al- 
nioat as a, household world — " All lost but honor ! " 

Pavia la Dotta (Paria the learned) is thus styled from 
tlio renowned university established in 774 hy Charlemagne, 
and even now containing a thousand students. Its niediciil 
schools are much frequented. Pavia was the capital of the 
Lombard kings. The palace of Viseonti, the friend and 
patron of Petrarch, is still standing ; it was built about 1460, 
and is described by the poet in glowing terms. We were 
pointed out the tower in which Boethius, the author of the 
" Consolations of Philosophy," was confined hy Theoderic. 

We wandered about the city until our postillion had 
changed his horses, (at least two hours he was engaged in it,) 
and, driving over a long bridge which spans the Ticino, we 
entered a higher country, and a more salubrious atmosphere. 
In a few miles we reached the Po, crossing it on a bridge of 
boats. Then the hills began, clothed to their summits with 
vineyards. In this region there was no malatia, and the 
rich purple hue of the great bunches of grapes, half hidden 
by the green leaves, was beautiful. For mile after milo we 
passed along small falleys, and, save the embankment upon 
which the road ran, every spot of earth was covered with 
vines, and so heavy and thick were the clusters of grapes, far 
up on the bill-tops, they seemed resting like a purple cloud 
upon the green vineyards. We often stopped at little vil- 
lages, and bought large baskets of the most luscious grapes, 
for one and two cents; they were delicious, and the wine 
made from them is of delightful quality. 

We continued in these valleys of vines, until wo came to 
the "Field of Marengo," where Nnpoleou fought the great 



,1 Google 



SARDINIAN OFFICEliS. 365 

battle on the 14th day of Juue, 1800. The Austrian army, 
numbering forty thousand men, was under the command of 
Molas, (a general eighty-five yeai:s old.) Napoleon was sur- 
rounded by hia brave suitOj consisting of Lannes, Kelleroian, 
and Dessais (who was killed there) ; hut he had only thirty 
thousand men. At one period it was believed the battle, was 
lost; then Napolfion, riding in front of hia soldiers, said to 
them, as ho checked their retreating steps, " Soldiers I you 
liavo retired far enough— -let us now advance, — you know it 
is my custom to sleep upon the battle-field I " Anewenthu- 
siiiam appeared to revive their fainting hopes, and they rush- 
ed witt such overwhelming power upon the Austrians, they 
eompelted them to retreat, even into the river Bormida, 
where hundreds were drowned, and by night the river was 
almost filled with the dead bodies of horses and men. 

The Duke of Genoa was to review the Sardinian soldiers 
the day after our visit to the Field of Marengo, and several 
regiments were already assembled on the groondi marching 
to and fro, in preparation for the review. There were some 
sij^uadrons of cavalry galloping across the plain, and the field 
had a moat warlike and martial seeming. 

At Alessandria we found the city filled with officials and 
soldiers ; there were bands of music playing in the squares, 
and long lines of men, in handsome uniforms, filling up the 
streets. The people all appeared ih their holiday dresses, 
and a perfect carnival prevailed. The Sardinian officers and 
soldiers are strong, fresh, noble-looking men, with a most 
gallant bearing. Becoming acquainted With some of the 
chief officers, we found them intelligent and courteous men. 
They spoke with admiration of America, (as the compatriots 
of Columbus should do,) and made many inquiries concern- 
ing its progress. One of the officers, having left us for a 
short time, returned with an invitation we should attend the 
VoT,. I.— 12 
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review tte nest day. It waa most pleasant to meet these 
kind civilities amid entire strangers, and our siait to the 
Field of Marengo, and Alessandria, will long linger in onr 
memory. 

Alessandria has no particular interest of antiquity about 
it, except that oonferred upon it by its construction by all 
the cities -which formed the "Lombard League," in 1164. 
They all sent money and men, and by the aid of an astrol- 
oger, divined the most fortunate place for a town of defence 
against the northern powers. It was named for the Pope 
Alexander III., who was the protector of the Guelpha, hence 
the Gtibellines, in derision, called it the " City of Straw," 
from its rapid growth and the chaff mixed in the bricks 
with which it was built. It has, however, proved a very 
substantial and thriving towu. 

A descendant of Alfieri, the great poet, has a noble 
palaee there. Just without the walls was the railway sta- 
tion, where we took the cars, joijrneying over a level country 
until we reached Novi, where the Apennines begin; first, 
only hills covered with groves of chestnut. At Giovi, they 
become mountains, which the workmen were piercing to 
make a tunnel through for the railway. As it was not com- 
pleted, we again were compelled to take the diligence, aud 
thus cross over the chain, called the " Sea Alps," running to 
the waves of the Mediterranean. As we ascended the 
mountains a violent storm of wind and rain came on. So 
fierce were the blasts rushing and roaring through the gorges, 
we often feared the diligence would be dashed down the side 
of the precipice. In the midst of this tumult of the ele- 
ments we were stopped, and -several persons opening the 
door insisted upon reading the passports ; after a long delay, 
they permitted ns to proceed. Wearied with ansiety and 
exhausted with fatigue, in spite of the " terrors of the way," 
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I fell into a profound sleep, and my spirit fled across the 
ocean to my dear home; tbo greetings of loved ones were 
ringing in my ears, when E, called to me, " Come, come, 
arouse yourself, you are on the sea-shore." Eagerly starting 
up, I looked forth ; we were driving directly along the beach. 
Crreat waves, crowned with, white, were rolling in, almost 
touching the wheels of the diligence ; and thus I first saw the 

" MediterraneaD, sea of memoriee." 

The gates of Genoa were soon entered, and at tlie office 
of the " administration of the diligence," we were desii ed 
to descend, as it was against their regulations to drive pas- 
sengers to hotels. It was midnight, no carriage could be 
obtained, not even a guide to show us to an hotel ; here 
was quite a dilemma, but good friends have always been 
near me since first we landed in the Old World. An Italian, 
who had been our compagnon du voyage during the day, 
n 1 h 1 nd ed himself most agreeable by his information 
1 ha n^ conversation, very opportunely returned to 
\ at th office, to what inn we had gone. Finding us 
1: 11 th h kindly became our cicerone through the laby- 
th f t t , and accompanied us to the Croce di Malta. 
T nt t, w passed a long, massive, gloomy arcade, then 
mounted steps innumerable, to a bed-chamber in the tower. 
This hotel once belonged to the " Knights of Malta," and 
was magnificent in their day. 

It was very late when we awoke the next morning, and 
upon opening the windows a dazzling scene met our eyes. 
The tower in which wo were lodged was the loftiest in the 
city, and thence we overlooked Genoa, the harbor, the sea, 
and the coast ; the sky was of intense blue, and the Mediter- 
ranean calm as an Alpine lake, while afar off the sails of 
ships and feluccas seemed like the white wings of great birds 
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gleaming in the sunlight. It was a glorious view, bnt the 
absence of supper last nigtt, and breakfast in the morning, 
recalled us to the actualities of life ; so, as soon as dressed, I 
descended to the " regions below " to seek the inn-keeper. 
Finding him very complaisant, I begged he would allow us 
to come down a few stories; he was quite amazed, exclaim- 
ing, " But, Signora, the prospect from the tower is the most 
famous in Italy." Acknowledging its supremacy, I still en- 
treated he would give ns other apartments. This was done, 
and we were installed into a suite of rooms in the fourth 
story, fronting the sea, furnished in the most splendid style. 
A breakfast (it may be deemed the perfection of a break- 
fast) was sot out In the dining-room of our apartments, con- 
sisting of fresh sardines, fried in oil, admirable omelettes, 
and twelve varieties of fruits, of which the grapes were de- 
licious beyond any we have ever tasted. A basket ofpomme 
d'amore (apples of love) was brought in, of a deep golden 
color ; attracted by the name, wo cut one, and found it was 
our tomato, only of a different hue. 

Luxuriating in the comfort and elegance of our drawing- 
room, with its rich sofas, frescoed walls and ceiling, and 
marble floor, wo lingered in it until the evening, only occu- 
pying ourselves with gazing from the windows upon the 
sparkling sea. It was Sunday, and bells of every variety of 
jingling tones were ringing, ringing peal after peal. Just 
before sunset we started out for a walk, proceeding first 
along the terrace, which is upon the roof of the warehouses, 
directly on the margin of the harbor; from this a winding 
way conducted us to a high wall on the summit of the per- 
pendicular cliff, whence we looked down to the Mediterra- 
nean, breaking fiercely against the base, a hundred feet 
below us. Then on through the narrowest and most un- 
cleanly of streets ; we often found them not more than seven 
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or eight feet wide, with houses as many stories high ; the 
little strip of clear sky scon above thorn, was like a roof of 
hlue over the dark aod dingy walls. Incredible numhers of 
children were thriving and flourishing in these alley-ways. 
Far above us we saw trees growing, as it were, on the tops 
of houses; so we olimhed up several streets ind at list came 
to q beautiful garden, aboie manv of the ti,n story houses 
Iii[uiimg of I ragged urchin, he mfortaed us it wis the 
iiqua btola, the piomemde or Fa^teo of Genoa, itwas filled 
with well dressed ind well looking people, in their holiday 
attire A miliUiy band was playing and beneath the ole 
ander, orange and lemon tieea groups wore walking or 
seated on ^toiie benches Theie were parterres of flowers, 
tountams falling m mirble bisins, and statues Lilf hidden 
tmid the clustering loses Without this ' charmed cir(,le," 
wii a carriage drive, where the nobility in handsome eijui 
pages, were moving at a slow pace round and around 

In the thiong of the garden, we remarked the peruliar 
head dress of the Genoese women It consists of light giazy 
mitenal thrown negligently oier the head, and caught, in 
one hand, across the bosom It his certainly a poetic ai d 
grateful appearance, and the fingers, clasping the folds ot tho 
white muslin, have a most delicate hue and form The 
Miiine'ie and the Genoese women have long contended to 
which covering of the hfid the teini, "most beautiful," 
should he ipplied, to the hhck ^eil of Milan oi the white 
veil of Genoa. 

The merry scenes in the Acqtta Sola were very pleasant, 
and we lingered until tho sun went down in a mass of purple 
clouds, tinged at tbeir edges with golden light. The lamps 
were quickly gleaming throughout the city, and the great 
lantern of the lighthouse flashed out long rays, as if it were 
an immense star emerging from a cloud, and then hidden 
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again. We came down into the lower city, and enjoyed the 
delight of losing our way, and wandpriug hither and thither 
to find it. Wo made many inquiries, and received various 
directions, wh 1 w f U wed, but without auccoas. At 
length we f II n w h a sailor, who immediately said ho 
would cond u h C ce di Malta. Talking with him, 

he told me h h d f n led iu the Gfulf of Mesico, and 
knew the Am w 1! As wo parted, we offered him 

money with hank the latter he accepted, hut the 

money he w ul 1 n u 1 aying, " I cannot take it ; Amer- 
icans have b n k nJ me in their country. I would do 
any thing in the woild to oblige onel " Thus we were the 
recipients of the gratitude of the poor sailor for the charity 
rendered to him thousands of miles away. 

We took coffee in a splendid saloon, and then went to the 
Carlo Felice, a spacious and elegant theatre, where we saw 
an inimitable comedy and an operetta. The Italians are 
capital actors. The audience was compooed mostly of 
women, who, with their white veUs, produced a very pretty 

Returning to the IZotel, we seated ourselves at the win- 
dows, and spent several hours looking out upon the moonlit 
Mediterranean. So ended our first day in Genoa. 

The succeeding day was one of regular sight-seeing, be- 
ginning at the Annunciaia, a gorgeously gilded church, buUfc 
by a family who were the possessors of the island of Tabarca, 
off the Coast of Africa. They lavished immense wealth upon 
it, and adorned it with many beautiful marbles. The dome 
glitters with frescoes and gold. It would seem the " precious 
dust " of several Californian mines had been needed for its 
dazzling adornments. 

The church of San Matteo, built by the Doria family in 
1278, has an historic interest from the inscriptions telling of 
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of the Dorias over thfi Venetians, in their strng- 
gles for supremacy on the eea, when Venice aad Genoa were 
rivals. The great Andrea Doria is buried within it. 

The Duomo of Saiat Lorenzo was founded in the eleventh 
century. The aisles are divided by Corinthian columns, and 
upon the frieze is engraven, in capital letters, the history of 
the foundation of the city of Janus the First, King of 
Italy. We came to a screen of marble pillars, and walking 
through them we were about entering a ebapol'door, when an 
aged priest stepped out and informed us it was the chapel of 
Saint Johu the Baptist, and females were not permitted to 
enter it except upon one day of the year. R. went in, and 
on returning told us it was magnificent. Porphyry pillars 
supported the sarcophagus, in which were placed the relies 
of the saint. We inquired of the monk, who was our guide 
through the cathedral, why wo were excluded. He answered, 
that by the command of Pope Innocent the Eighth, women 
were not allowed to enter but once in the year. It was pro- 
bably a revenge upon the sex, since, through the witchery 
of the fair daughter of Herodias, the saint lost his head. 

We visited many other churches, but after those of 
Venice they had not many attractions. Then we proceeded 
to tho streets of palaces. These are the Sirada Balbi, the 
Sirada Wuova, and Nuovissima. Unhappily they are very 
narrow, and hence the majestic proportions of the palaces are 
not viewed in all their grandeur. 

These great mansions resembled each other outwardly. 
They all have wide vestibules, and rows of marble pillars 
arouud them. Thence we ascended broad stairways to 
splendidly furnished apartments, upon whose walls were 
master-pieces of Vandyke, of Rembrandt, of Rubens, of 
Paris Bordoni^ of Carracci, and Andrea del Sarto. 

In the rear of these palaces wore terraces forty or fifty 
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feet above the street ; tLese were pknted with orange trees, 
and tlie oleanders, in fiiUest blossom ; then arches, twioed 
with jessamine and honeysuckle, and eool bowers formed 
amid great rose-hedges. Wo never met any inhabitants in 
these princely mansions. They all lived, they told us, in 
country villas, save a few months of the winter season, when 
they opened their saloons to society. In some of the rooms, 
liowever, on the ground-floor, there appeared to be offices of 
bankers and lawyers. 

Upon entering the Palaizo Beale (once the Durazzo), we 
met a singular-looking beggar. He waa in a little cart, 
shaped precisely like a largo wooden bowl. He was without 
legs, and seemed as though he had been cat in two just about 
the hips. He had a smiling, intelligent face, and pushed 
himself rapidly over the marble floor of the corridor, by the 
aid of an oar-shaped stick. He held out his hand, saying, in 
a plaintive tone, " Charity, Signora, for the most wretched 
of human beings." We gave him some money, and congrat- 
ulated him upon bearing his lot so bravely : whereupon he 
improvised a short oration, setting forth that the "joy of 
giving " is far beyond the "joy of receiving," and ended by 
asking for more charitd. 

In the royal palace, the frescoes and paintings are par- 
ticularly fine. One of the saloons contains some modem 
statuary, by Parodi, which is very excejlent. It was in 
this palazzo we were drawn up from one story to another. 
Seating ourselves in an arm-chair, the maohinery below was 
put in motion, and we ([iiiokly found ourselves ascending a 
round tower, with landings at intervals. This is an admi- 
rable invention, for in Gfenoa " the best of every thing " is at 
the top of the house, thus req^uiring an immensity of walking, 
and for one's comfort needing an additional set of muscles 
for the legs. 
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The Palazzo Doria ia without tho walls. It is a grand 
old edifice, and has a charming view of the city. The gar- 
dens run down to the sea. Just on the yery margin is a wall, 
over which the orange trees hang, almost touched by the 
waves, as they break over the rocks on the shore. A noble 
marble terrace rises near them, where the brave Andre Doria 
was wont to walk at evening, and where, 

" when ashore, 
Held many a. pleasant, many a graye discourse 
With tliein that sought him, ivalliing to and fro, 
As on Ms deck." 

Doria possessed great wealth, and was the owner of a 
fleet of galleys, with which he aided the deliveranoe of 
Genoa,. in 1528, from the power of the French. Although 
offered the Dueal authority, he declined. The palace is in a 
sad state of decay. The fountains are dry, and the grottoes 
and statues crumbling into dust. 

The Brignt^e Sale, the Serra, and Spignola Palaces are 
all of remarkable arohitecture, and filled with pictures and 
mosaics. Our entire morning was spent amid the palaces, 
and with eyes wearied with the walla of art we gladly rowed 
out into the harbor to obtain a better view of " G-enoa the 
Superb." It is very peculiar in form, rising up like an am- 
phitheatre aroiind the harbor, enclosed by the high moun- 
tains beyond. It really seems a city thrown between the 
land and water, and caught upon the inequalities of the 
rugged, surf ace. From the wide terrace on the margin of 
the bay the houses are built up on streets one above the 
other, presenting the appearance, from the water, of one 
house springing up from the roof of another. 

Genoa bad a double charm to us, since it was the birth- 
place of Columbus (at least he was born in a village near by), 
Vol. I.— 12* 
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and we saw in an old churcli tie font where be was liijitized 
A monument is now building to hia memory lu the citj 
It is only a few feet high as ypt 

Genoa has always been a groat eommeriial town nnd ts 
inhabitants are,exceeclingly induiftmus and energetic, quite 
the Yankees of Italy. The eity wiis founded m the second 
century by the Ligurians, and reaisted for near eighty 
yeara the encroach ments of the Bomani While Genoa was 
a republic, her nava! and merchant fleets were spread over 
many seas, bearing to distant lands its fame, as indeed " the 
City of Palaces." 

The port of Genoa is quite small, and is defended from 
the waves of the Mediterranean by two sea-walls, called 
moles. On a jutting point is the Fanale, (light-house,) 
more than three hundred feet high. There were multitudes 
of ships, crammed one against the other, and steamers com- 
ing in and departing several times during the day. Then 
the bay was covered with little toats manned by oddly- 
dressed boatmen, who were screaming and gesticulating as 
though engaged in fierce quarrels. Their dialect is very 
harsh. 

The city is encircled by three walls, built at different 
periods. It is said, traces of the old Roman walls can still 
be seen upon the ramparts (or inner wall). There is a de- 
lightful drive ending in the Aoqua Sola, the lovely garden 
we visited duiing our first evening's walk. The hill-tops are 
crowned with fort*! and Genoa is famous for the sieges it has 
aust dined 

In windermgfo and fro we often went into the street of 
the lewellers, wheie the delicate Genoese silver and gold 
hlagree woik is made. It is very beautiful, and though 
often IS fine as the spider's web, it is strong as the hair of 
the huniin heil 
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Many of the streets are too narrow ev t p m t 
riage to paaa, and eomo funny stories w t \A t M ? 
Inglese, who inaiated upon attempting it, 1 fi 1 tb 
selves stuck fast, were obliged to be dragg d t t th t p 
of the carriage, as the doora were jammed g n t th w 11 
on either side of the street. 

Our favorite Parodi was absent from ( n t nlla 
s!ie has bought some twenty miles away wh h 1 
surrounded by her family, whose prosperity and comfort she 
has secured by the fortune she gained while in America. 

We remained in Genoa some days, and then took the 
Anatole, a diminutive steamer, not as large as an American 
ferry-boat, for Marseilles. As we were on board some time 
ere the anchor was weighed, we had the benefit of several 
concerts around us. There were groups of singers in small 
boats, singing most vivaciously, and looking moat imploringly 
upward at the pasaengers. When part the first was ended, a 
pretty little girl sprang up the side, and handed around a 
little box, which was soon filled with sous. Part the second 
was still unfinished when we steamed away. 

The day is lovely, the sea calm and intensely blue, and 
the atmosphere of such wonderful clearness, wo can distin- 
guish perfectly objects on tho shore. There aeemsa rivalry 
between sky and sea, or, perhaps, a love one for the other; 
for the sea appears but a mirror wherein is reflected the 
azure of the " upper deep." Afar off are the mountain-tops 
covered with snow, while we are in delicious summer 
weather. I am seated on the deck, pencil in hand, to de- 
scribe the going down of the sun. It is just approaching a 
snow-tinged peak, which it turns to a rose color. Now a 
slight gauzy cloud has come over it, and from beneath 
streamed down the golden rays, precisely like the halo 
around the virgins of Murillo. It is passed, and the sun 
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lias touoted the summit of tlie Apennines. They glow like 
fire as it sinks from view. But rich hues of amber and 
crimson yet linger; slowly it is fading, fading, fading, and 
purple twilight is here. It was a glorious sunset upon the 
" Middle- Earth Sea," and as a beautiiiil picture it shall be 
cherished in memory. But darkness baa almost come, and I 
can scarcely write. Still it is not darkness ; for though 

"The moon, ia up, it is not night; 
Sunset divides the sky with her," 

Th n ght had uch bewitching loveliaess, we could not 
th nk t 1 1 f h we passed the hours imtil nearly dawn 
p n tl e d k f th small steamer. The sky was without 
n 1 ud ud th ' full-orhed moon " cast a long train of 
b ill ant bjjht the calm surface of the Mediterranean, 

1 ng t yes the little villages on the shore, the 

m unta ns wl h o Tded to the very verge of the sea, and 
the sails of distant ships. 
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CHAPTER XXIX. 

Bv moriiing we were amid curious conioal rooks which rise 
abruptly from the water, and appear of volcanic origin, as 
though some cojivulsion of nature had upheaved them. Then 
we came to Chateau d'lf, immortalized by the " Monte 
Ohristo " of Alexandre Dumas. It is a dreary, desolate spot, 
well suited for the living death of imprisonment 

The harbor of Marseiiles is strongly fortified and the 
numerous ships give earnest of its imnienie commerce it is 
a city of vast antiquity, for it was founded long before Rome. 
It is busy, noisy, and merry; all varieties of costume and 
complexion are seen. There are Turts, Greeks Moors, Afri- 
cans, sailors, soldiers, and a peculiar specimen of humanity in 
the shape of boatmen, wild and reckless creatures, who speak 
a frightful patois, and were frantic in their supplications for 
us to go on shore in their boats. 

From the custom-house we drove through the principal 
streets, and along the prado to our banker's ; theo to au ho- 
tel, where we dined. In the afternoon we left by the railway, 
for Avignon. Our route was for many miles along the 
shores of the Mediterranean, and lovely prospects were con- 
stantly disclosed to us. The hills and valleys were 
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planted with olive trees; these were small, and more like a 
shrub than a tree. The foliage is of a duU green, as though 
ashes had been sprinkled over them. We passed through a 
tunnel of wondrous length, and about twilight found our- 
selves at Avignon, where we passed the night in most elegant 
apartments, with the rare luxury of a fine piano-forte. 

Avignon is a very ancient city, with turreted walls and 
narrow streets. It has many churches, and the Palace of 
the Popes, wherein are the dungeons used in the " Iron 
Days " for the Inquisition. There are the rooms of torture, 
and the oubliettes, where human beings were cast when in- 
sensible to the agonies of the rack. The old palace is now used 
as a barrack for soldiers, and one end is a prisoa. Above it is 
a tower where Rienzi was a captive, until liberated by the 
entreaties of Petrareh ; and it was in Avignon that Petrareh 
first saw Laura, and in the Franciscan convent she is buried. 
The remembrance of their love was as a ray of sncljght over 
the gloomy town. How potent is the spell of constant af- 
fection I its remembrance has lived through long centuries, 
and is still beaming upon us, and investing even, the most 
ordinary objeots with interest. At Taucluse, not many 
miles from the eity, Petrarch lived for a time, and there is 
the famous foontaia and his house. 

Early in the morning we left Avignon, in a sharp narrow 
steamer, three hundred feet long, and went up the " arrowy 
Khone." The current is esceedingly strong, thus our pro- 
gress was not very rapid. As the weather was damp, all the 
passengers were crowded info the small eabin, where there were 
only a few sofas. To my satisfaction, I was seated by the side 
of the most antique old begging friar, just like a picture of 
Titian. His dress was of brown serge, with a largo ropo for 
a girdle, and sandals iastened across his feet by heavy cords. 
Ho had no covering for his head, which was bald on the top 
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but a magnificent beard of snowy whiteness hung from liia 
chin far oTor his gown. He was plump and rosy, and had the 
merriest twinkle in his eye one can imagine. To his rope- 
girdle depended a rosary of great heads ; those he told over 
very devoutly. He was pleasantly spoken, too, and his 
poverty did not appear to have saddened his life. 

There were several Sisters of Charity on board. Among 
them was a girl of striking beauty, with an angelic expres- 
sion of face. As she caught my eye very often, at last 
she came to mo, and began talking in a sweet, low voice. 
How great was my curiosity to know why one so lovely 
should have left the worlffl Not being willing to appear 
curious, I diplomatically hinted at the subject, when she 
sighed and said, " There are some sorrows so profound, they 
render life but the tomb of hope, and make the exercises of 
our holy religion our only refuge." She was silent, and I 
became so too, looking at her, and wondering and wondering 
what were the great griefs of that young heart, until the 
boat stopped where she was to land with the others at a little 
village. She clasped my hands warmly, and whispered, 
" Many thanks for your sympathy ; I shall say a prayer for 
you to-night," and ere I could reply, riie was gone; but the 
thought of her was long in my mind. 

The Rhone seemed an old friend to me ; wo had journeyed 
upon its banks when it was but a ruohmg torrent and had 
seen it leave the Lake Leman, bright, blue, and clear, now 
it was turbid and dark, like the Arve, with which it there 



The Rhone has a string family likeness to the Ehme, 
but is neither so grind noi so picturesque There were towns 
along its margin, where the river was> confined w]thm its 
banks by strong stone walls Fai iboie, amid the cliffs, 
were villages ini (ineiard'' on the side of precipices, the 
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vines were planted in the crevices of th k p 1 t 

their refreshing verdure, like a green t p t y th h 

ren stones. There were groves of oli t if p 

the gorges we saw country houses pa ted wh t 1 

strong contrast to the dark mountain 1 fh m 

Along their summits were the rums of old astl d w t h 
towers, of much greater antiquity th th p th 

Bhine. 

We stopped at Valeuce, where there fi P "i 

bridge, and were told it was the pla«e we N p 1 t 1 d 
and the birthplace also of Aymer de V 1 tl b Id 

sader mentioned in " Ivanhoe." * 

At evening the rain began falling, th 1 p th 

shores in mist. Again we ail sought th m 11 b 
with its one feeble lamp. Ah ! what vi fl t d th gh 

my mind of the Gothic hall of the Eel p d tl g Id d 

saloons of the Isaao Newton, our nobl t m p th 
Mississippi and Hudson. Incomparably superior are even 
the poorest boats upon our rivers to any we have seen in our 
European wanderings. 

Very late at night wo landed at Lyons, the great manu- 
facturing city of France, containing a population of two hun- 
dred and seventy-five thousand; We drove through great, 
irregular squares and streets, in the centre of which the 
Rhone was roaring and rushing furiously onward to the seal 
No longer did we wonder at the frightful destruction caused 
by the floods. There seems no means of staying the fierce 
current. 

Lyons has many memories of the Eevolutlon, and many 
sad realities of the woes and sufferings of the poor work-peo- 
ple occupied in the manufactories. BesideSj an interest is 
attached to it from Bulwer's " Lady of Lyons," and we would 
fain have known " where dwelt the fair Pauline ! " liut stu- 
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pid and sleepy servants opened the doors of a wretched hotel 
for us, and we soon forgot the hauglity damsel in the repose 
we BO mucii needed. 

By the morning light we were away, and steaming up the 
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the banks 









description of boat. The scenery along 
'. stivf L'' Isle Barbe where Charlemagne 
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until we rea(,he|l Pans late dt mgLt. In d, short time we had 
driven through the gay and joyous Boulevards, and were in 
comfortable rooms in the Hotel Meurice, surrounded with 
letters, full of pleasant tidings, and words of love from our 
dear Southern home. 

We spent several enchanting weeks in Paris, then passed 
rapidly through England, and embarked at Liverpool in the 
noble steamer Atlantic, which brought us safely to the Old 
World. As I looked upon our own dear flag floating from 
it-head, the beautiful words of Willis came to my 






" Bright flag, at yonder tnpering mast. 
Fling out your field of azure blue I 
Letatar and stripe be weEtward cast, 
And point nad-eedDiu's eagle flew I 
StiTunhome, oh! lithe and quivering spara I 
Point homo, my country's flag of stars." 
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We passed one year at homo, and then made another visit 
to Europe. 

In the hrilliant city of Havana we tarried some weeks , 
thence crossed the Atlantic, and landed in " fair Cadiz.' 
We travelled on, through Spain and France, to heautiful 
Italy, reaching Home in time for the eeromonios of the 
Holy Week. 

The summer of the great " Exposition " we spent in 
Paris, witnessing with delight the splendid pageants in honor 
of the Queen of England. 
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CHAPTEK XXX. 

HATiNA, ISr,AND OF CuBi, 

Janumry Wth, 1865. 

On tie 25th of January, after bidding adieu to manj 
dear friends, we eraLarked in the noble " Black Warrior," 
and steamed away from the Lev^e of Mew Orleans. Al- 
though a gauze-like veil of mist hung over the city, its cres- 
cent form waa still revealed to us by the long lines of steam- 
boats and ships which blockaded tho shores^ rendering en- 
trance or exit apparently impoasible. The banks of the Mis- 
sissippi, from the city to the sea, are extremely low. We 
passed numerous plantations, where the slaves were grinding 
the sugar-cane. The dwelling-houses of their owners were in 
the midst of orange groves, golden-hued with the wealth of 
luscious fruit. At four o'clock we entered the Gulf, and bade 

" Our native land good n[glit I " 

We soon sought the state-room, and strove in the oblivion 
of sleep to forget the anguish of the parting hoars. When 
daylight came, wo were tossing on the short waves of the 
Mexican Sea. The breeze was fresh, and the morning lovely. 
But woe unto me ! the unrelenting demon of sea-sickness 
iiad doomed me to despair, and I lay for two days and 
nights quite bereft of hope or comfort. 
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At u this g (. pt Bill h tapped at our 

b 1 t t 11 us w w 11 b Havana. We 

ju ktj m d u t 1 tt d 1 k to enjoy the 

1 ty f th Ti t t h harbor ia very 

w thu w ] a, d d tlj h n th tli t owning hattle- 

m ts f th M th n 1 fh 1 % mparts of the 

Clatujl fnl Thp turesque-Iooking 

ty 1 Ha a 1 h f(J us gl t n th sunlight. ' It 

w d ly gay and h -f 1 t. p t The houses 

P t d bin gr d d y II w T 11 steeples and 

w g p !m h th m 

la a short time the steamer was encircled by boats, with 
awnings half covering them, and dark boatmen, whose shrill 
voibes loudly entreated our patronage. The first person 
who stopped on board was Mr. N., tho kind and excellent 
friend of my childhood. We wore cordially glad to meet 
him, and he, with the thoughtful goodness of his nature, re- 
lieved us of all care of our baggage, passing it through the 
custom-house very readily, and conducting us to the Hotel 
Cubano, where he had engaged excellent rooms for us. We 
were received by Mrs. Brewer (who keeps the house) in 
the most friendly manner. She is a lady-like, agreeable 
woman, and we were exceedingly indebted to her, during 
our sojourn, for many courtesies and pleasant attentions. 

A delieious breakfast was brought to our apartments, 
very acceptable after fasting for three days and nights. The 
floors of our chambers aro of red tiles, and the beds are 
only cots, without a mattress. However, Mrs. B. insisted 
upon arranging ours more in accordance with American no- 
tions of comfort The wmdows are immense, with heavy 
wooden shutters. By closing them, it was perfectly dark 
within; and so we slept a few hours, and arose restored Ui 
health, quite forgetting the disagremena of the voyage. 
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After dinner we acoompanied Mrs. Brewer to drive on 
the Paseo Tacon and the Paseo Isabel. Tliese are great 
squares of ground, planted with palm trees and radiimt par- 
terres of flowers. Fountains were felling in marblo baaina, 
curiously sculptured, and hundreds and hundreds of volantes, 
filled with lovely women, were driving around them. These 
volantes are peculiar to Cuba. They are somewhat like a 
buggy, with high wheels and long shafts. There is usually 
only one horso within thorn, but occasionally an extra one is 
attached! Upon, a high saddle sits the driver, or postiUiou — ■ 
always an intensely black negro, with immense boots (each 
one larger than his body), ornamented with silver. Then he 
wears a dainty little jacket, embroidered, and a hat with a 
broad gold or silver-gilt band around if^ They appear to 
take not the slightest heed of tho volante, but just go on, 
looking neither to the right nor the left. 

The volante has only one seat; three ladies generally 
occupy it. They were all attired iu dresses of tho lightest 
and most delicate material, made very dieolUe, and with short 
sleeves. Their Hack hair was tastefully braided, and decked 
with flowers, or long streaming ribbons of brilliant colors. 
They all had fans ia their bands, superbly adorned, which 
they gracefully waved in salutation to each other, 

A few men were reclining indolently in volantes, but the 
greater portion of them were quietly walking along the 
promenade between avenues of palms, looking at the long 
array of beautiful girls who passed them. Now and then 
there would be an esclaraation, " How beautiful 1 How di- 
vine!" as one of uncommon loveliness appeared. It is a 
Cuban fashion, they told us, for gentlemen thus to express 
their admiration, not only of acquaintances, but of strangers ; 
and it is always received pleasantly, and acknowledged by a 
Vol. I.— 13 
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moTement of the fan, fluttering as light and softly as tlie 
waving of tlie " sjlpliide " wings of Oerito. 

The atmosphere was delightful, and the gentle breeze 
fi'om the sea exquisite. How charming was that evening 
drive along the Paseo, and the wide roads hedged in with 
thickets of oleanders and roses I It was only when night 
shut out the novel spectacle, we consented to return to the 
city. We reached the hotel just in time to escape one of 
those tropioal storms which come almost without warning. 
The clouds seem to open, and down come cataracts of water, 
flooding every street in a few moments. One hour after this 
deluge of rain, the moon shone forth brightly, and a few stars 
gemmed the deep blue sky. The sereno (watchman) called 
out the hours of the night in a plaintive tone, while from a 
church near by often rang out the solemn peal of a bell. 

Before the dawn, a regiment of soldiers marched down 
our " sti'cet of Cuba." There were only trumpets and drums, 
playing the Guerilla March, so dear to mo in the days of my 
youth. I listened until the sounds died away, and felt how 
true were the words of Croly: 

"Mu^o hath the key of memory, 
And tfainights and visione, buticd deep and long, 
Come at the Bummous of ita sweetness nigh." 

The " old time " arose in my heart, and emotions which have 
long been covered with the " lava of the past," sprang up in 
all their first intensity. 

Jan. Wth, 1855. — The streets of Havana are excessively 
narrow, almost like those of Genoa. There is no side-watk, 
and persons take the centre of the way as they pass along. 
The houses ai'e rarely more than two stories high. Tliey are 
built around an area, or court, wherein are orauge trees and 
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flowers, and frequently foiintaiua. A ivido verimdaJi, with 
green jalousies^ encircles this area, upon wtioh the dining- 
room and sleeping apartments open. The parlor is in the 
front of the house, with enormous windows, protected hy 
creiit iron bars. In truth, the windows are a peculiarity of 
the city. They extend into the street like the bow-windows 
of old English castles, and form a nice little parlor, wKere 
the Cuban women sit at evening, becomingly attired, with 
their hair as shining as anthracite coal. They are decidedly 
pretty, and have a dreamy, quiet look. Although they are 
not fat enough to realize the ideal of Byron's " Dudu," still 
they hwe much of the caiitirating lazine=!s described by tLe 
poet The daik outlines of the iron bin ed windows were 
liki flames enclosing the graceful pictures of these '^ponibh 
t,iils, as they sat ^o still and stitueiqut within them 

The men are rather >!mall, With Inndsome fedtuiea md 
Jclicate moufltathe They aie well dreS'fed, and haie an air 
of self-appreeiation which is charming. We saw many lean- 
ing with calm dignity against the windows, near the lustroos- 
eyed seHoritas. They seemed very undemonstrative, permit- 
ting the " fairer sex " to make all advances. 

After dinner we drove to an exquisite garden a few miles 
from the city. There were long avenues of palm trees, myr- 
iads of brilliant flowers, groves of orange trees and of the 
guava, and plantations of 'bananas. Tte richness and fresh- 
ness of the vegetation was deiightfuL Throughout the 
grounds were fountains and canals of water, brought down 
from the distant mountains, and rushing eagerly towards the 
sea. The banks of these canals were overhung with large- 
leafed plants, beneath which was an enchanting walk along a 
stone embankment. 

It seems to me that no tree in the world is so suggestive 
of poetry as the palm tree. The trunk rises smooth as a 
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marLle column, to about the height of seventy or eighty feet. 
Then branch out the great leaves, falling one over the other 
like plumes of feathers in a field-marshaJ's hat. The sea- 
breeze, sighing through them, calls forth a sound as soft aa 
the tone of aa JEoiian harp, thrilling the s(Jul with sweet joy. 

The atmosphere possesses a singular charm. Every 
breath seems a delight. The delicious air fills the lungs as 
though it were some exhilarating draught, while a happy 
feeling pervades the whole frame, and the heart is overflow- 
ing with thanksgiving for the blessing of existence. Over 
the heating pulse steals a gentle languor, and we perfectly 
realize the soft rapture of life within the tropics. 

Among the pleasant friends we have met here, is Mr. 
Sidney Smith, whose disinterested kindness to the prisoners 
of the Lopez expedition is so gratefully remembered in the 
United States. He has a noble and generous heart, and left 
no moans untried to alleviate the sufferings of the unfortu- 
nate men who had so rashly engaged in the attempt to free 
Cuba from the Spanish dominion. In the dark prison of the 
Punia he received from them messages of love to their fami- 
lies, which ho immediately transmitted in letters filled with 
cheering words. Many a sad mother and weeping sister were 
comforted by those letters, bringing the good tidings that 
their dear sons and brothers had at least one true friend near 
them. Several southern cities presented him with services 
of plate, in token of their appreciation of his kindness to the 
prisoners. Mr. Smith has recently been appointed British 
Consul at Trinidad de Cuba ; and, ere he leaves Havana, is 
to marry a sweet young English girl from Canada. Thus 
good fortune and love are weaving for him a happy future. 

We have passed all the eveuing on the Fla,za d' Armas, 
whero a splendid band was playing. The palace of the Cap- 
tain-General, and those of other dignitaries of the island. 
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have their front upon this square. Towards the sea is a 
small chapel, built upon the precise spot whet-e Columbus 
first ordered mass to he said. There are a gi'eat number of 
magnificent palm trees and banks of flowers of gorgeous 
hues; then fountains, and bowers oovered by creeping pl^ts, 
wliuse trumpet-shaped blossoms were esijuisite. The walks 
of the Plaza ' were thronged with the pretty Mavaneras, 
attended by their cavaliers ; while without the garden 
were huudreds of volantes, containing the 4lHe of society. 
Mingled with all theso were thousands of negroes, seemingly 
the happiest of the crowd. It was indeed a most uniij^uft aad 
delightful scene. 

We walked home along the narrow streets in the moon- 
light. The great windows of all the houses were open, 
revealing the " inner life," as dear Miss Bremer would say. 
We often stopped, and looked in upon the families in their 
social circle. The very young girls were often playing the 
piano-foite while the belle of the household would be seated, 
talking low and laaily to a graceful youth by her side ; and 
the old pioplo piiymg domiULea or cards. 

Every house his i parte cocker, or a kind of corridor; 
there the volante stands thus to enter the parlor we were 
always compelled to pass it Wittin this porte eocher, just 
upon the street the slives of the family all gather at night,, 
and entertain then eompinj of big-boot«d postillionB. 

Jan 30/A ls55 — Many Cuban women have called upon 
US this morning with whom we are quite charmed ; their 
manner is so child like uiptetending, and innoeont, at the 
same time self possessed They bear about them the magic 
influence of the climate m the gentle tone of their voice, and 
the gra"e of their attitudes 

Sen r Navirro hai been exceedingly kind to us since we 
arrived He is m intelligent Spanish officer, who passed 
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some months last year iu Mobile. He accompanied us to 
the opera to-night, haying obtained for us the elegant jsako, 
or opera-box of Dona Luisa Oalvo, which was veiy large, 
opening into a delightful little parlor, or ante- chamber, where 
our fiends came to visit us between the acts. 

The Tacon theatre is of great siae, light, airy, and beau- 
tiful The boxes are separated only by a delicate railing, 
while around the front there is a tracery, or trellis-work 
of iron, richly gilded and decorated. It is very slight; 
thus the costumes of the sefioraB and senoritaa are displayed 
in all their graceful perfection. They wei-e all in ball cos- 
. tume, with jewelled fans. The constant fluttering of these 
fans was like the rushing wings of great birds ; and I often 
ttiougbt of the expression of our beloved Lady Emmeline, 
" In their gilded boxea they seemed to me like Peris, flutter- 
ing their wings as though eager to escape from their gorgeous 
cages." Save La Soda of Milan, I have never seen a the- 
atre so brilliant and splendid as the Tacon. 

The opera was " I JHasoadieri " of Verdi, founded upon 
" The Kobbors "' of Schiller. Steffanone is a magnificent 
woman, and sang the music of her part delightfully, while 
Manzini filled the rdle of Louisa Miller very sweetly. Salvi 
baa a charming soprano voice, while Marini and Beneventano 
were excellent. Botoaini, the matchless violincelliat, and 
Arditi, the violinist, were among the orchestra. The Tanon 
is admirable for sound. The most perfect decorum and 
propriety prevailed throughout the immense edifice. In one 
of the upper boxes, N. pointed out La Fiorentini, one of 
the prime donne (who has, however, now deserted the Im- 
pressario). She is a superb -looking creature, and must have 
been glorious when her face was lighted up by the excite- 
ment of the stage. 

From the opera wo drove to Domenica^s, a famous con- 
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fectionary. We seated ourselves near the fouctain in the 
t'entre of the great saloon, roofed over with a gaj-eolored 
awning. There were myriads of gold-fish glancing to and 
fro in tile jnarHe liasin, wherein fell tho sparkling waters. 
■\^'e had ices, and a Caban drink called panaliz. M. D. 
would show Ms nationality by calling for a mint Julep ; 
wl^ereupon a most curious mixture was brought him, quite 
bad enough to "be the death" if an old Virginian. 

Just as we reached the hotel, the eereno cried out " half- 

Jan. Slsi. — When we awoke this morning, there was an 
oppression in the atmosphere, and a sadness, for which we 
could not account. Upon leaving our chamber, we found it 
was the north wind, or " norther," as they are styled here. It 
came roaring from the "north land," charged with dampness 
and gloom. The simoom of the desert cannot be more dis- 
tressing. The doors were banging, tho windows rattling, t^ie 
sea roaring, and the dust flying. The delicious breeze and 
the beautiful climate had departed. Like the Cuban women, 
we wrapped ourselves in immense shawls, and sighed and 
grieved for the soft and balmy air of the first days of oar 
sojourn here. 

About mid-day the sunlight came to us, by a visit from 
our consul, bringing a cordial note of invitation from the 
Captain-General to pass the evening in the palace. 

It has been a sincere pleasure to us to meet Mr, Robert- 
son again. I have known him, and loved him as a friend, 
since memory first made a record of the past, - He is a re- 
markable man, full of information and talent. Through all 
tho changes of his life, from immense wealth to often a bare 
competency, he has preserved tho same kind, warm heart, 
the same courteous manner, which I so well remember in my 
young days. 
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At eight o'clock Mr. Kobertson called for ua, and we 
drove to tlio palace in a close carriage. Many soldiers were 
on guard about the entrancej and servanta in gay liveHes 
ushered us into tho vestibule. Thence we ascended a noble 
marble stairway, and entered the* reception-room, where 
Madame Concha, an amiable and pretty-looking woman, gave 
us a most pleasant greeting. In a few momenta General 
Ooucha came in, and wo were presented to him. He is an 
elegant, handsome man, about forty, of fine stature and 
graceful bearing. Hia manner is dignified and courteous, 
and his conversation spirited and intellectual. He expressed 
the kindest feeling towards the people of the States, and a 
just appreciation of them. There were about fifteen persons 
present, and we were all seated vis-d-vis along the edge of a 
piece of carpet, placed iu the centre of tho floor. Thus are 
all the parlors arranged, the chairs opposite each other, with 
a small space between them. The palace is superb, very like 
the Palazzo Durazzo at G-enoa. lu one room was a fine 
picture of Isabel Segunda, and paintings and objects of 
statuai-y made of silver in the other apartments 

After our return from this agreeable visit, an acquaint- 
ance of ouis proposed we should go down to tho parapet to 
see the waves daah over the Puuta. Tho " norther " was at its 
height ; so we enveloped ourselves in the largest mantles we 
could find, and ran to the shore The heavens were cloud 
less, and the moonlight daazlinglj bright It wa^. realh \ 
fearful sight to watch the enormous wa\es as they came roll 
ing in, breaking against the Punta and the lofty battlements 
of the Moro, while a booming sound, ai of distant ciunon met 
the ear. The white spray darted up high m the air md 
often seemed like a cloud around the furdi (light-house) 
When these mountain -billows had eshiusted their turv, they 
rolled into the harbor, crowned «ith inowy foam, and cime 
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" geutlj murmuring " to our foet as we ato'od upon the shore. 
These north winds are vastly feared in Ouba. They cause 
disasters at sea and disease on the shore. With a wild, 
iieroe power they attack the roelty ramparts, whioh seem like 
a bulwark to protect this beautiful tropical clime ; and tJien, 
when repulsed, the mighty waves rise up, and a tone, as of 
baffled rage, fills the " voices of the wind." So striking was 
.the spectacle of the warfare of the elements, that we lingered 
far uito the night to gaze upon it. 

Feb, 1st — At sunrise Mr. Smith rapped at our cham- 
ber-door, to tell us the British fleet were coming in. As sooa 
as we could dress we hastened to the Cortina de Valdez, a 
short parapet built out into the bay. The " norther " had 
not entirely ceased, but the fierceness of its strength was 
declining. It wfis a noble sight as the ships came in. First 
the Boacawea, of seventy-two guns, then the Colossus, of 
eiglity-two guns. Their sails were all spread, like great 
white wings, as they glided between the Punta and the Moro 
Now and then they seemed to bow in salutation to the Span- 
ish flag which floated over the castellated walls of the Gibral- 
tar of the Antilles. Along the Cabanas they slowly passed, 
aad furled their saita at the anchorage near us. There were 
multitudes of peCple out to look at the ships ; priests, with 
immense hata rolled up at the sides ; Cuban girls, with arms 
and neck only covered by a mantilla; gallant-looking officers, 
and old negro women with lace veils as black as their faces. 

After breakfast we drove to the " Bishop's Garden," thus 
called from having been laid out near a century ago by a 
famous bishop. It now belongs to the Count Pefialver, 
Although in a sad state of decadence,, there are still traces of 
the beauty of other days. There is a broad terrace of red 
cement, shaded by tall maagoe trees, and built up just upon 
the margin of a rushing stream, oouflued within walls of 
rut, 1.-13" 
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ctloied tiles Tliese give oat most radiant hues as the 6tui 
light fills upm the rapid cuirent The forobt of bamboo 
c-iiic was 1 erj singular Each stalk nse^ about thirty or 
forty feet tiom the earth and la exceedingly jliant waiiiig 
and singing in the wind Near the top 13 a bunch of feithery 
leaves. These wei^ entwined with tendrils of the yellow 
jessamine, glowing with the beautifnl blossoms of this deli- 
cate vine. We saw several bread-fruit trees, with broad 
leaves, indented along the edges, and a noble specimen of the 
most useful India-rubber tree. Then there were groves of 
citron, fields of pine-apples, great squares of gorgeous flowers, 
and trellises of creeping plants. Hundreds of brilliant but- 
terflies took wing at our approach, seeming to fill the pure 
air with winged flowers. Then inthe dark, deep shade of 
some quiet nook, we found the eucui/os, a kind of insect 
eniitting from its eyes, when alarmed or touched, a bright 
golden light. The poorer classes use them in place of fire- 
light, placing a number in a gourd, and shaking them when 
they require their aid to illumine the obscurity of their 
huts. When the night is perfectly dark, these micuyos gem 
the trees and graas, as though the stars of heaven had fallen 
among them. 

We lingered for many hours amid the gardens and groves 
of orange trees. But above all, enrapturing were the ave- 
nues of palms, many of them more than a hundred ^ards in 
length. Stealing away from Octavia and M, D., I yielded 
up mj soul to the beauty of these glorious colonnades, each 
column smooth and polished as those within the vestibule of 
the noble Stafibrd House of the Duchess of Sutherland. 
With indescribable delight I wandered long beneath the 
shadow of the graceful leaves far above me, inhaling a new 
life in the delicious brecEC, and thinking how wise was the 
mythology of Scandinavia, which placed the " home of the 
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blest " withia the regions of eternal siunmer. In the glacier 
solitudes of the mighty Alps, mj heart sent up its gratitude 
to God that I had beheld the wonderful majesty of his creation 
in the mountain- world ; so likewise to-day did. blessings 
spring from my lips, that I could gazo upon the luxuriance 
and freshness of the " Middle Earth," and wander through 
colonnades of the " King Palms," whose trunks aro chiselled 
by the same Great Sculptor. There is no tree in the world 
so symmetrical as the palm, so grand and majestio. Just 
where the leases branch out, is a large circle of bright green, 
which peels off, and is renewed every month. 

" What a home for love ind joy mifht this be ' " we 
often Imdd g dy th BhpGd 

Yet t go I> 1 k p t 1 b Th C d 

Penal d h b t f 1 C d h ght h 1th d 

happi h h m ph H w it is t th 1 

Treas fl ty tptlwdirlfp 

where 1 ^ P th ra 

In th It w t t th C li gh 1 f 

land 1 f m th ty wh m y f fh lit d 

wualthy pe pi h th t y h \l d q i 

They mdt fimtl dd dd 

by ga d n h 11 th m ^m fi f t p 1 pi te 

Theii t f th C tP ani p f t p d 1 

flowei 1 y y fth 1 Imt k 

the P h I d S tl 1 

We made a visit to Dr. Lo Eivereud, who resides on the 
Cerro. He is a Frenchman who has lived here for thirty 
years, and is a man of great intellect, varied information, and 
wonderful skill in his profession. His wife has the sweet 
name of Ferla, truly indicative of her pure, lovely character. 
She is my compatriot, too, since she was bom in Pensacola, 
the homo of my own happy childhood. Our dear friend Mme. 
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H, and her noble bojs arc passiog tho winter with them. 
We found the Doctor an invalid, and a close prisoner with- 
in hia chamber. Although a great sufferer, his spirits 
were bright and cheerful, and his conversation extremely 
agreeable. He begged wc would walk through his garden, 
which appeared to be a great pleasure to him. It waa really 
beautiful, with caaals of water running swiftly by enormous 
banks of flowers, of different hues and forms to any we have 
ever seen. Then fountaitIS and statues, cool grottoes and 
arbors, blushing ^ith exquisite pink convolvulus. There 
was too an aviary, full of birds, singing, and fluttering their 
wings merrily in their mammoth cage. Several trees and 
shrubs were growing within its meshes of wire, and a tiny 
fountain fell into a neat marble basin. The arrangements 
of the house and grounds were eseecdingly tasteful and ele- 
gant. Nothing, however, pleased us more than the frank and 
cordial manBer of Madame le Bivereud and her sisters. 
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The city of Havana is surroimded by walls, and is d 
to tlie westward by two massive forts, Ataves and San Car- 
los del Frineipi, while tbe entrance to the peerless harbor is 
guarded by the Mora and Punta. The bills rise up like an 
amphitheatre from the bay, fringed along their summits by 
palm trees, which oft«n appear like a green tracery upon the 
intense blue of the heavens. The Iniraw/uros, that portion 
of the city without the walls, is very confined, and the streetB 
narrow ; but within them there is a large city with broad 
streets, fine spacious houses, and splendid paaeos. This is 
styled Esiramuros. 

The multitudes of negroes here, strike a stranger as re- 
markable. There certainly must be five negroes to one white 
person. There are but few mulattoes; apparently, admix- 
ture of blood is quite unusual. The slaves are certainly 
the happiest and most independent-looking people imagin- 
able. They are smiling and talkative, full of giimaco and 
gesture. 

The cries in the streets are 3easele8s. Men with long 
poles, upon which are strung embroideries and iaOes, scream 
out tlTe exeellenoe of the articles ; quickly follows a stout 
Ooiigii ni'grn, with plantains and oranges; then come along 
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poor little horses, covered up with green stalks of inaii;e, as 
though they were moving corn-fields; then the man with his 
eow to he milked in the patio, and the vender of rain-water. 
In the midst of all these discordant sounds peal forth the 
toDes of the trumpet, and squadrons of horse clash down the 
streets,- re^ments of soldiers march through them, and long 
lines of the chain-gang, with heavy manacles, pass to and fro 
to the Pnnta prison. At evening we drcfve to that gloomy 
Punta prison, and around it, to the spot were poor Lopez 
was garrotod. Then we saw the beach upon which the fifty 
Americans were shot. It ia barren and desolate, like a 
desert amid the rich vegetation around it. No hlade of 
grass has ever sprang up since the earth was flooded with the 
Jife-blood of those hapless and wretched men. The remem- 
brance of their cruel fate came over us as a cloud, which it 
required many an eflijrt to dispel. 

Feb, 2d. 1855. — At early morniBg we ran down to the 
Cortina, where there is a monument to Valdez, and a 
fountain falling into the bay. A sweet quietude prevailed, 
and the " norther " had subsided to a gentle wind, {still too 
chill for this clime of the south.) As we lingered to enjoy 
the scene, numerous bells began ringing, and priests came 
hurrying along. One of them told us it was a saint's day, 
and that high mass would be said by the bishop in the cathe- 
dral. By ten o'clock we were seated within this building, 
consecrated not only by the solemnities of holy religion, but 
sacred as containing the ashes of Columbus. These are in 
an ufu, imbedded in the wall. There is a bust in basso 
relievo of the great Discoverer, with an inscription, telling 
the gratitude of the Spanish nation. The body of Columbus 
has not even been tranquil in its grave, Eager hands have 
removed it from place to place, and gallant ships have borne 
it over the vast ocean first traversed by his bumble and deck- 
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leas caravel. He died at Talladolid, in old Spain, in 1506, 
and waa buried in the convent of San Francisco. Tlionce 
the body waa removed to Sevilla ■ then to Hispaniola ; and 

1 95 t w h ght g eat t t to Havana, and landed 
p (Lb f 1 1 d <n I:y t m to the Old World. 
Slmm w d dthC ovemor received the 

p ai dlllwdly grand procession, bore 

11 m t th th d 1 wl til y have smee remained. 
\^ h gto I g h d bl history of the " Life 

d V y f C lumb h given a graphic and 

I 1 t d pt f th p t wl loh acoorapanied the 

Id dt [tt fhbljtoita laat aepnlebre. 

h t i fmth an Up ting, representing the 

tt dly d Ijist Iambus waa departing 

1 m U 1 

A th w p w t lies, a negro-servant 

b gl t 1 ttl p t d jl d it on the stone pave- 

ment. Following bim camo his mistress who knelt upon it. 
All classes of people meet as equals with n the a 1 f the 
churches. The noblest lady, kneeling on h go g u pet, 
has often by her side a poor old negro, w th ga in nt agged 
and torn. Thero were many priests offi at g and all the 
dignitaries of the island held immena andl n their 
hands. 

At night wo went to a fertuUa (evening party) given by 
Mrs. Crawford, the handsome wife of the British Consul- 
General of the West Indies. They live without the walls, 
in a splendid and spacioaa mansinn, where there are fresco ceil- 
ings and floors of marble. Many of the British officers were 
present. The admiral is a fine, gallant-looking old man. 
Our admiration, however, was quite divided between the 
elegant captain of the Espiegle and the charming chaplain 
of the Boscawen, who was a wonderful man in the way of a 
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clergyman. He was a frantic polka-dancer, iiu indefatigable 
waltzer, and unwearying quadrUler. When we had broken 
ttrough the early mists of conversation, wo remai'ked to liiin 
that ■ he was quite a miracle to ua, combiDing the minister 
with the realJEation of our American idea of a fast man. 
He looked amazed, exclaiming, " Good gracious I are not 
your chaplains allowed to dance ? Why, religion makes 
people liappy, and happy people delight in dancing," He 
was very merry, and "a man of infinite jest; " narrating, in 
a pleasant way, incidents of life in the Baltic, the Indian 
Ocean, and in the Gulf. As we were talking, between the 
intervals of the dances, up started a grave-visaged man, and 
sang a rattling, funny song. " Who is ho ? " we asked of 
our polka- chaplain, " Tbo clergyman of the other ship," 
be replied. So we concluded the religious fraternity of her 
Majesty's service must be a jolly, mirthful set of men. 

There were many lovely Havaueras at the tertulia, and 
aeveraJ performed exquisitely upon the piano-forte. During 
the evening a pretty, fairy-like girl was invited to sing. Af- 
ter some entreaty she consented, and blushingly began the 
leoitttivo of "O'lati Diva" Her voice was of wonderful 
power and sweetness and her perfect grice of execution and 
expression were woithy even of the lamented Sontag She 
was a natiie of Haiiini, and hid nevei left hei island 
home Raiely even in the land of music fair Italy,' have 
we heaid a moie enraptm ng cantatiiLc The charming 
young hostei^ Mrs Crawford presented us to her The 
name of the beautiful songstress wa^ Goneliita Rios She 
was a darling bttle creaturi with bewitching i,yes large and 
liquid fringed with long dark laBhi*) Hoi mouth, was a 
mmghng f the frral and the peail hci complexion clear 
and pale, and the most winning ^race m her words and ges 
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t re "MuB c a. passton among the Cul ans I nc they 
escel n t 

Feb d 1*^55— Tl s mom g wo hal a v s t tro 
Dr Carl S lierzer a geolog at ent out by the Au tr «t 
a verBment to exjlore the bur el c ties of Central Amer 
He 3 a noHo poc men of a man full of enth s sm ind 
telleet He ga e s many griph i^ d ser [ t ons of h i two 
ear sojourn beioatl tie shadows of the get vokanoes 
aL 1 im d the dense and pathless f ests co er ng the ten j 1 
of d 1 at ind nknown rel ^ on Dr Scherzer had al o 
p tsed onr e t me n Hayt wl ere he had been presonte 1 to 
the hi I Fmpero Fau-t and J s Emi ess with the at te 
ly ce emon e of the rrcnch couit He laugh nglj t Id me 
he WIS almost ashimea of h s c i r wl le n Haj t f r i 
wh te m n was looked j n w th supreme conte npt , an i f 
ten, as he walked along the stre t g w Id y B 
jour, Blanc 1" in a scornful to N 1 t th f 

tense black color were deemed wtlyfthhglh f 

the empire. 

In the afternoon Mrs. M'O g th p tty w t f ! 
kindest, merriesb Scotchman, M J mm M & t 

her elegant voiante for us, and w 1 b t fif 1 

into the country, passing many f th h t f h ^ ay 
01' '/nonteros, a peculiar type of p pi d t t m J 
of the characteristics of the Ind th h ij p 

sora of Cuba. These huts are c dwthpll d 

are without windows. They lly b it d th 

shade of tho papayo, or othe f t bea g t Th 

people havo the look of Europe g p d th 

very comely, and fantastically d 1 Th w m w 

straw hats and mats, and their 1 d f t 11 th 

fruit they gather, or the green g wn upo th 1 ttl 

fields ID the midat of the forest. 
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Tke lines ivhi:,!! eotwine the trees aro very numeriius, 
and absolutely appear like gieat anacondas. The variety of 
the (.actus is wonderful Thoy assume the most singular 
forms, and are often adorned witli flowers of gorgeous hue 
and delicious odor The eeiba tree is tall and graceful, but 
its terrible foe, a parisite plant, is often seen clinging to it, 
and croahmg out ita life As we returned to the city, we 
met ntimerous persona on their way to their country homes. 
Many were lazily reclining m volantes. The movement of 
the'ie tarriages ab olutely tnoourages a kind of doloe far 
niente feeling They are really delightful, and, save the 
Venetian gondola, are the most enjoyable mode of locomo- 
tion in the world. About twilight we entered the gates of 
the city, and went on to the house of our liind Scotch 
friends, where we passed a delightfiil evening amid a pleasant 
assemblage of French and Germans. 

Feb. 4tk, 1855.— At ten we were rowed off to the 
Boscawen, (flag-ship of the admiral.) We descended to the 
lower deok, where tlie services were performed by the polka- 
chaplaiii. About seven hundi'ed sailors, all the" officers of the 
fleet, and the foreign residents in Havana, were present. The 
chaplain officiated with infinite solemnity, and prayed witli 
great devotion for " Victoria, our gracious Queen, the Prince 
Albeit, ani ail the Boyal children " Every saitor responded 
in deep and sonoious tones, and many joined in the hymns, 
which weie accompanied by the baod. The sermon was 
eloquent and well delivered, ind leceived the profound at- 
tention of the ciew When it was ended, we were all in- 
vited (o wiilk aiound the ship and go down to the regions 
below the watei Every nheie we were struck by the re- 
markable neatness and good order The gallant admiral 
give as refresthmento id his oabm where we met the chap- 
lain win '^mihngh iniuirei how wc liked the sermon; to 
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which question we replied that he was quite as admu ble m 
palpit oratory as he was graceful in the bill i ooni 

is we were about to Jeave the Boatiwen wc met a 
throDg of Cubans just arriving on board to see the ship 
The women were all prettily dieswd m evening coitume 
with white shoes upon their dainty little feet ai d bng * eils 
fastened to their braided hair by bouquets of floweis TIio 
young men who aoeompanied them weie handsome but of 
slight and delicate stature; and formed a stiikmg contiast 
to the robust and stalwart Enghshmen who surrounded 

The charming captain of the Espiegle asLed us to go 
with him on board his ship, which we found a perfect model 
of neatness. His cabin was a gem in its tastLful airangf, 
ments and adornments. As thi day was lovely the capti n 
kindly gave us a row around the hnrbor m hih own gi^ 
The scene was dazzling in variety and beauty — the city with 
its rainbow- hued houses ; the hills with their coronet of palm 
trees; the great ships, and the sparkling waves around 
them ; the frowning battlements of the More , and afar off 
the deep blue waters of the G-uIt , while the sunlight fell 
gloriously over laud and sea. 
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At four o'clock we drove to the Plaza de Toros, outside the 
walls, along the shore o£ the Gulf. In the centre of this 
square is a vast amphitheatre, fashioned like those of ancient 
times. The arena is open, but the dresa-circle is covered 
over and arranged like the boxes of an opera-house. There 
were about ten thousand peraons seated around, and the con- 
fusion of tongues must have resembled the tumult of old 
Babel. The Captain-C ene I and a to f fi look g of 
iicers, occupied the royal bos Be eati t wa stat on d a 
bugler, who acted as a kind of s p,nal n iker for the beg n 
ning aad ending of the performanc s A lo g 1 ud Ua?t 
from Hs bugle, &aA out cime a b 11 who qu etij sur ejed 
the audience, then trotted around the c rc!e In a few mo 
menta the piqueros (p kemen) on ho ebiek da.hed out ac 
companied by men in cur ous dre'tee hoi I ng re 1 cloaks n 
their hands. These they waved at the bull , but failing thus 
to enrage him, the bandenlhros (banner-men) joined forces 
against the poor animal, who at last rushed upon a pikeman 
and threw him from his hor&e ^^ hereupon the red-cloak 
gentry came to his rescue, -md tho bmner-men stuck the 
sides of the bull full of sharp trron s, with little flags fastened 
to them. These were filled with fire-crackers, which ex- 
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pi d 1 I i g t t d Alth gh th hi 

tjfLL mdtli b wlffjth 1 

ah 1 1 th t t I f U p th g 1 

8 m d h t f ppl g t d til b U 1 U 

d t B b II I N ) I 1 U th I p k 

m 11 d tl d t I f t 11 th ymp thy w ^ 
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achmdftht t Attmthn Iwll 
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to m { d I g 1 th t t 1 t 1 f y tl 

bugl d d 1 h d m Id gitte g 

t jn pp d H b w 1 1 th I pi th t th b 11 
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h ted Th y 11 d t h It w b 1yd 

It was bly d 1 Th y tl w up th t w h t 

nt th h 1 th g J mp d p th t 1 

ga tt f tl J y It w M C ^ ft ph 

H se d t dwthbll d !1 d w ff th d d 
bull, and a f h d fi one darted in, with defiance m 
bis air. Hd k 11 1 a h — broke a man's leg — endured 
the same to tu fli t d upon the first, — and died like 
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We stayed until tlie fourth bull was BlaughtereJ. and 
then departed. lu all the asaembl,ige of horrora, can there 
be any thing more cruel V And yet many gentle, delicate- 
looking women witnessed it, and struck their jewelled fans 
against their left hand in token of applause and approbation 1 
Awwttw t Ip h tltd 
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the prettiest and youngest woman aits slightly in front of the 
other two, and is always called la nina boniia, {the beauti- 
ful child,) The Captain-G-eneral and his Guard were out 
amid the crowd. He rides in regal style. Ob ! lovely was 
the view of hundreds of volantes, filled with i;raoefuIly-drassed 
girls, smiling and waring their fans as they passed along. 
They certainly seem a most happy and contented people, and 
really appear to feel compassion for those whose lot is cast 
far from Cuba. What, a pity it would be to make them 
Americans ! Soon then would they learn to strive— to 
drive — to strnggle— to labor to be rich. To them the deli- 
cious climate would have no charms, unless " they had 
wealth at command." It was pleasant to look upoa the 
contentment visible in every face. Agreeable thoughts 
filled the mind, as when one gazes upon a charming picture; 
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and it was absolutely refreshing to tlie spirit, to aee no more 
the stir, the rush, the effort of Anglo-Saxon life. An enjoy- 
able quietude pervades tbe eartk and air, aud all objeota 
present h novel aspect. 

Beautiful Cuba ! Beautiful Cuba t It is not strange to 
me now that the followers of Columbus knelt upon the 
ground where first they landed, aud thanlted the good God 
for the gift of such a glorious country. 

At night we went to the Ta«on, to the opera. Steffanonc 
was grandly magnificent — Salvi and Eeneventano in superb 
voice. Indescribably elegant is the Tacon, so perfect ia its 
proportions, and so tasteful in arrangement. Chocolate and 
suspires at Domcnica's ended our busy day. 

As we entered the hotel we met M. D., who gave us the 
charming tidings of the arrival of the Fernando el Catolico. 
He had been on board tto splendid steamer, and engaged 
state-rooms for our voyage across the southern ocean. What 
a joy it was to us, to know we should not be compelled to 
visit the regions of ice and snow, ore we stood beneath the 
dome of St. Peter. The Fernando el Oat61ieo will remain 
one week only in Havana, and then depart for Cadiz. As 
there had been some doubt of bcr coming, we had feared 
we might be forced to go to Southampton, and thenee through 
France to Italy. To visit Spain, and to witness the solemn 
ceremonies of the Holy Week in Rome, had been the strong- 
est incentives which drew us from our home. Now we 
should accomplish" both, and bright and radiant visions of 
the future mingled with our dreams. 

Ere the dawn we were awakened by the marching of 
several regiments past our windows. There has been some 
rumor of an intended invasion, and hejiqe this martial array 
hy day and night. The boldiera are generally from old 
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Spain. They are exceedingly dark f mpl t 

and robust ia appearance, although f m 11 t u ' 
were told that immense numbers of tl m 1 1 

with the vomito, {yellow fever.) Th y a m Ic 11 
loyalty and devotion to their sovereign 
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Feb. 5th, 18S5. — Duritig tlie morning we were occupied 
in writing letteia or reaeiving yisitore. In the aftenioon we 
liail a delightful driie on the paseo, and at uight wo went 
to tKe ball at the palace. It was a magaificent assemblage 
of the grandcea of the island, in superb conrt dresses or rich 
nniforms. The lovely Oubanas wore in beautiful toilettes, 
glittering with diamonds 

Madanto Onncha, a most genial and pleasant woman, 
jiresented us to many of the sefioras and aenoritas, with, whom 
we were charmed ; they have such a sweet, caressing man- 
ner, so kind and unaffected. There is a trait of character ao 
niibleamong the Cuban women, I cannot refrain from men- 
tioning it. Tliey never speah iU of each other, but always 
find some palliation for the errors of their own sex. 

There was music, and dancing of the graeefiil conira 
llama, which seeins peculiarly delineative of tropical life, 
la tlie &oft, luxurious strains of the music, one feels tbe in- 
fluence of the delicious breeze, and sees in the swaying of 
the form the movement of the palm leaves. 

The Captain- General was in a splendid dress, with many 
orders gleaming on his breast. A number of Spanish officers 
were present. They are nncommonly handsome, delightful 
in conversation, and admirable dancers. 
ToL. I.— 14 



,1 Google 



314 S0UVENIE8 OF TRAVEL. 

The palace is upon the Plaza d' Armas, the great square, 
emhellislied witli statues, fount aiDS, trees, and flowers. 
Alout eleven o'clock we were all invited to go out oa the 
baloony, whea the Captain- General gave a signal for tlio 
serenata (concert in the open air) to begin. Ah I how 
inexpresaihly hewitching was the scene a,rotmi3 us ! It 
appeared the realization of some enchanting dream. The 
aky was like a dome of sapphire hue," encrusted with myriads 
of stars, while the full moon poured over the waving palms a 
flood of silver light. 

There were hundreds of volantes, filled with gaily-dresaed 
women, drawn up near the Plaza, and beyond them lines of 
soldiers with shining bayonets. Loud pealed the fctraius of 
national music, and soft fcmalo voioes melted and mingled 
with the melody. 

During the evening we were introduced to the Gaptain- 
General of Porto Rico, who will be our compaction du 
voyage in the Fernando el Cat61ieo. He is a noble-looking 
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Feb. Qih. — Wg went thia laorniug to see the fish-market 
It is deemed ono of the " wonders of Cuba." It would seem 
that all the colors of the rainbow were distinctly visible in 
the glowing hues of the flsb. Blue, red, white, violet, gold- 
edged, and silver-tinted, were heaped up in vast piles, quiv- 
ering and dancing in the sunlight. Then there were almost 
trees of coral, and a profusion of sea-shells. 

In the afternoon, by the permissioa of tte courteous 
Captain- General, we visited the Moro Castle. It is a strong 
and imposing fortress, built on the great rocks at the en- 
trance to the harbor. It has massive walls, high towers, and 
broad battlements, like the old feudal castles of Northern 
Europe, There were several officers who politely conducted 
us over the castle, and explained to us many curious and' 
death-dealing instruments. By the side of the Moro, and 
united to it, in truth, is the farola (light-house) erected by 
O'Donnell, (once the Captain-General of the island.) It is 
of vast height, resembling mueh the famous " Tower of the 
Clock" at Venice. We ascended to the top of the farola. 
The view thence is extended and magnificent. The bay of 
Havana is certainly one of the finest in the world ; it was 
erowded with vessels, from whose mast-heads floated the flags 
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of nearly all the civilized nations. In the d 
lofty mountain-chain which traTcr.^es Cuba from east to 
west. Around the city were many hill-tops, crowaed with 
forts, whose bastions were mounted with pieces of cannon, all 
prepared for action. The Cabanas is quite near the Moro, 
and is a formidable fortification. 

Feb. lOift, 1855. — Wo Lave passed the last three days ia 
a constant routine of social reunions, drives into the country, 
sailing parties on the bay, and promenades in the lovely palm- 
shaded and flower-decked paseos. 

Last night we were at a splendid ball given by Mrs. 
Crawford to the officers of the British fleet. All the Uite 
and " upper ten " of the city were there, exquisitely dressed, 
and dancing with a soft and bewildering grace, which seems 
to melt the heart to pleasure. Then there were several 
amateurs who sang delightfully, and the lastroiis-eyed Con- 
chita, who again enchanted us by her silver-toned voice. A 
cheerful, free, frank, and genial tone pervades social inter- 
course here, which is very captiTating indeed. Many for- 
eigners live in Havana, and are always kind to strangers; 
htiiice our sojourn has teen a continued festal-time, like the 
long brightness of a summer day. In our own hotel we have 
found the most obliging goodness in Mrs. Brewer and Mr. 
N. In truth, they make all their guests happy and at home, 
and many pleasant hours have we spent in the parlor, where 
were gathered persons from nearly all the States in the Union, 
and from the " lands beyond the sea." Pleasure, business, 
or ill health, have brought them hero. 

The number of invalids we meet is the only sad feature 
in Cuban life. To some persons, the atmosphere is like a 
precious balm, or, like the waters of the fountain long sought 
by Pence de Leon, restoring the invaHd to health, hope, and 
joy. Thoi-c are others again to whom the soft, warm breeze 
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is as fatal as the poisoned wind whicli passes over the upas tree. 
Our hearts have been drawn irrosistiblj to a young girl 
from the far-away North. Slie has brilliant eyes, delicate, 
rose-tinted complexion, and a rare hewitchingness of man- 
ner. She has not the seeming of an inralid, yet for several 
years the first cold breath of the winter has inflamed her 
lungs, and tlio hectic fever has come on. Then ter friends 
would bring her to Cuba, weak almost uato death. In a few 
weeks always after her arrival, her strength and loveliness 
returned, as though they were flowers awakened to life and 
beauty by the influenoo of the genial spring. 

Feb. 11th, 1855. — We passed last evening in the family 
of Dr. F., cordial, clever people, and extrernely intelligoct. 
Our good friends Mr. E.. and his wife make their home with 

All the morning we were making our farewell visits, and in 
the afternoon drove to the Oampo de Maries, a large square 
without the walls, where a review of the troops took place 
by the Captain- General. From the verandah of Mr. Craw- 
ford's mansion we obtained an admirable view of the spirited 
spectacle. All the balconies and house-tops were thronged 
with persons, while thousands encircled the railing of the 
Campo. The General addressed the soldiers, and called 
upon them to defend the rights of their Queen from all 
invaders os: Jilhbuderos. They answered him by loud cries 
of " Viva la lleina 1 " Then the bands of the regiments 
pealed forth their martial strains, and cheers' and huzzas 
filled the air. The Lancers, on Andalusian horses, were very 
piotiiresc(ue in appearance. Upon their long pikes each had 
a small red and yellow flag, typical of the blood and gold of 
old Spain. 

During the evening we went to the palace, to bid adieu 
to General and Madame Concha, and to tell them Low truly 
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J, t f 1 were for their many and deligLtfill courtesies and 
pi t ttentions. From theneo wc drove to the Tocon, 
wh h IV mmensely thronged, as it was a gala-night. The 
h X y, filled with elegantly-attired women, apailding 
w th J w 1 , and fluttering their gorgeous fajis. Handsome 
Eg! h an 1 Spanish officers were sprinkled amid the audi- 
n d. loud and enthusiastio were the demonstrations of 

ppl u The opera was " Don Giovanni," Buporhly ren- 

d d b J Steffanonc and Manzini, hy Salvi, Benoventano, and 
M 

Fb 1 ih, 1855. — This is our last day in America, and 
our parting moments have been cheered by letters from, my 
darling mother, from my father, and tidings from my child. 
They are all well, and hopeful of our safe arrival in the Old 
^ Id "W a ady to depart. Multitudes of friends 

h II d y God speed you," and our hearts are fill- 

ed w th t nl when we think of the affectionate kind- 

n wh 1 h g ted us on this beautiful island. I am 
at d w th b let on, writing my last words, and they 
bl mi, I my mother, my father, and my child. 
Bl s. ng p n th friends who love me 1 Should this be 
the last I n my h nd ever traces, may the memory of me 
n awak n a pan in a human heart, but linger around it 
1 k the a ma f p ecious flowers. In peace and good feel- 
to th wh I w rid, I venture upon the perils of the 
t w th a firm assurance of the protection of that 

mighty Power " who ruleth over earth, and sea." 

" Come 1 come ! the boat is waiting 1 " is the impatient 
summons, and now one more word ; and it shall be a bless- 
ing, a soul-freighted blessing to my mother, my father, and 
my child. 
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Cadiz, MarcU ad, I86S, 
"0 loYely Spain! renowned, romantic land!" 

It waa a gloriously brigtt afternooa wlien we left tho har- 
bor of Havana. Never liad the city appeared more beauti- 
ful than whea we looked apoa it for the last time, and waved 
our hands to many friends standing on the Oortena to catch 
a parting glance. 

Tho Eernaado el Catolico soon passed the majestic Moro, 
and howed down aa it were in reverence to the mighty watera. 
Then rose up my old enemy of the sea, and ic a tew moments, 
confessing myself vanquished, they carried me to the regioDS- 
below, and put me into a coffin-like herth. Oh ! the horrors 
of that long night are indeseribahlo. Solomon said, " that 
mine enemy would write a hook ! " He had never heen sea- 
sick, surely, or he would have invoked that fearful malady 
upon him. 

Next morning M. D. found me so il! that he carried me 
upon deckj- and then, hy the kind permission of the excellent 
Captaia Paez, into the saloon, where he allowed me to re- 
main during all the voyage. Ah I how often did we blesa 
him, as we enjoyed tho pure air and bright sunshine, for his 
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goodness. Although corapolled to Ho upon a sofa Doarly all 
the time, still the intense suffering ceased, and pleasantly 
and merrily passed away the eigiteon days of our life on the 
splendid steamer. When we teeamo acquainted with tho 
passengers, we were exocodingly pleased with them. They 
were generally from the Spanish islands, or from South 
America and Mexico. We were tho only Americans from 
the States, and save Mrs. Crawford, of Mohile, none others 
had ever taten this route, so far preferable to either the 
Collins or Cunard line of steamers. Then the delight of 
sailing over a tropical sea, fax removed from tiio icy winds 
and rude storms of the north. 

The Fernando el Cat61ieo is a war-steamer, built near 
London, with the finest roaohinery, and skillful English en- 
gineers to manage it. A Captain of the Navy commands the 
ship. There are four lieutenants, surgeon, purser, and a 
priest, who said mass the two Sundays wo were on board, all 
the ofBcers and erew assembling to hear it. 

General Bustillos, recently the Admiral of the Fleet, oc- 
cupied the Captain's Cabin, with his suite of officers. He 
was an eseeedingly elegant man. Then there was the Cap- 
tain-General of Porto Rico, and his agreeable family, and 
Judge Bamondi and his charming wife, a pleasant couple 
from Bio Janeiro; also Senor Baz, an exile from Mexico, 
whence he had been banished by the tyraiiny of Santa Anna, 
not even allowed to say a parting word to hia wife or chil- 
dren, lie was a most gifted person, and although at times 
very sad, he would say, " Away with sorrow, brighter days 
are coming." 

Our interest was deeply touehed by a little Cuban girl, 
Dolores, who had been married the day we left by prosy. 
Her lover was an of&oer of the nayy, to whom she had been en- 
gaged for three years. When he discovered he could not 
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obtain " leave of absence " to seek her, be wrote and im- 
plored her to marry bim by prosy, and as bis wife oome to 
Spain, wbcro he would meet her. Like a loving woman she 
consented, and left home and parents for him. She was 
dreadfully ill, and her plaintive words of grief, and her 
wgbing for her own kindred, were most affecting. A small 
negro-giri aeoorapauied her, and we often saw thom weeping 
together. The thought came to me many times, as I looked 
at her, Will the man for whom this fond young heart has sac- 
rificed so much, love her the more for it ? 

The weather was charming, and tie good ship stanch 
and steady. For three days only there was a rongb sea. One 
night we fancied a terrific stoim bad arisen, and that wo 
were in great peril; but the Captain came in and told us it 
was only a " high wind," thus destroying the thrilling de- 
scription I was weaving in my mind of a tempest on the 
Atlantic. 

Never before at sea has such a feeling of security pos- 
sessed me, resulting no doubt from the constant watchfulness 
manifested to us, During the hours, of the night, every ten 
minutes we would bear the cry of the guard on deck, 
"Alertal alerta! alertal" and thus we sank to sleep, with 
the certainty of a careful watcb to protect us. The officers 
were well-educated and interesting men. They bad seen 
many foreign lands, and narrated their impressions of them 
in a graphic and pleasing manner. The earliest days of my 
remombrauoe were passed amid the Spanish people, and they 
were always highly valued ; hut now my admiration for them 
is greater still, their graceful civilities in the daily inter- 
course of life are so refined and genial Cold hearts may 
say " tbey are only words," yet they give a charm to ordi- 
nary objects, and linger long within the memory. 

Our excellent friend Navarro was on board, and many 
Vol. I.— 14* 
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long lioura lie cheered, either witt gay conversation or amus- 
ing books. Anotlier young officer pleased us all extremely. 
His Eame was Vicente do Mauterola. He'was liandsonie, 
graceful, and intelligent ; a bright, glad spirit shone out in 
all hia words, and a warm heart in his kindness to the 
strangers. 

The nigkts were enchanting — moonlighted, and the 
heavens glittering with the glorious constellations of the 
South. We frequently walked the upper deck for hours, 
gazing upon them, and watching the long line of phosphoric 
radiance which followed our steamer. Our last look was al- 
ways to the western stars, shining over our home, and our 
last thought was of the dear ones there. Oh ! it is only ia 
absence the heart can reckon up the wealth of love which a 
fond mother has lavished; and my very soul pours itself 
forth in prayer for her safety, as we float away. 

When it was too chill to walk on deck, we would all 
gather in the saloon, and spend such merry, joyous evenings. 
Songs, and pleasant talk, and stories of the past, were gaily 
mingled. At eleven, almost as q^uickly as the Cinderella of 
the, fairy books, the company vanished, as there was an order 
to extinguish the hghts at that hour. When all were gone, 
the good steward, Luigi, arranged our sofas side by side, and 
we talked of home until sleep came, and then in dreams we 
were there again. 

Our last day on board, the good Dominga (our waiting- 
woman} awakened us long before the dawn, saying, " Come, 
SeiSota, go with me on deck, and see the day arise." We 
did so, and were charmed with the beautiful scene. At first 
the sky was "deeply, darkly blue," and the stars were gleam- 
ing with a brightness never seen in more northern regions. 
Slowly a gauzy veil seemed wafting over thorn, and along the 
East sprang up, as it were, banners of purple and rose-color. 
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and tte intense azure of the heavena molted into ii soft gray 
hue. Soon Btreaia of golden light flashed through it, and 
the glorious sun came forth, converting the mirrordihe ocean 
into a sea of radiance, burnished and glittering like mjriads 
of gems. And this was morning upon the Atlantic ! 

At mid-day there was a cry of tierra I iierra ! (land ! 
land I) whieh sent a thrill of joj to many hearts. "We had 
seen none, except the island of Santa Maria, (one of the 
Azores, near which we passed,) since we left tho j 
We ran on deck, and in a 



"Pair Cadiz, rising from the dark blue sea," 

was revealed to our longing eyes. Like a great white dove, 
with out-spread wings, resting upon the ealm waters, ap- 
peared tho distant city. Ah 1 long shall I remember the 
delight of that first look upon lovely Cadiz ! The day was 
exquisite ; the air fresh and balmy, and the sea like a smooth 
inland lake. Gentle spirits seemed hovering around to wel- 
come us, while a warm, glowing pleasure filled oui heart') 
Nearer and nearer we approached, domes, spiros, and 
turrets gradually rising to view, until the entiio outline of 
the city, with its snow-white houses and green alaraeda-*, was 
before us. A few more hours, and we were within the baj, 
and had heard the joyful words " No hai quaTentena," (Theie 
is no quarantine,) from the health of&cer. Then on board 
came rushing motley groups of people, in strange costumes — 
they might have well served for the figurantes in the opera 
of Haaaniello. The Andalucian boatmen were truly pic- 
turesque, with their round relvet hats, curiously embroidered, 
and yellow tagged jackets, and wide red aashea about the 
waist. What a Babel of tongues ! what grasping of hands- 
waving of arms 1 — what shouts of joy, and fond greetings of 
the long parted 1 Oh I how my heart thrilled towards the 
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happy ones, and anatclied by anticipation a share of our own 
welcome home. 

Eager crowds were hurrying into the boats, and we were 
about descending the stairway wien I thought of Dolores, 
(tlie little Cuban bride.) Running back, we found her weep- 
ing wildly. A friend of ber husband bad come off to tell 
her he had gone on a cruise along the coast of Africa. Seat- 
ing myself by her side, I strove to comfort her ; but she only 
could say, " Ob ! in my own home there were so many to 
love me. I left all for him, and now be is not here to meet 
lae I " Poor girl ! it was truly a sad grief. Thus we left 
her, whispering, " Surely, your lover will repay you for all 
yoa have suffered " — (though it must be confessed I did not 
think he would). 

Our excellent Luigi soon had a fducea ready for us. 
This is a clumsy boat, with sails and oars. It was just be- 
fore sunset when we pulled off from the splendid Eernando el 
Cat61ico, our pleasant home for eighteen days. We really 
felt regret to leave. It was certainly the first time in my 
life I bad ever experienced aught but delight to quit the con- 
finement of a ship ; but our voyage had been so difierent from 
all others we had ever made, so charming and cheerful. 

We were only one mile from the city, which was glowing 
in the sun's last rays. We urged the boatmen to hasten on ; 
still, ere we reached the quai, the evening gun came booming 
over the waters, and the gates of the city were closed. But 
fortunately, Manterola, our handsome young friend, was with 
us, and be explained to the soldiers of the guard that we 
were " peaceful people," so they permitted our immediate 
entrance. We were agreeably impressed by the aspect of the 
city, as we walked along its narrow streets. It is wonder- 
fully neat and clean. The houses are five or six stories high, 
and each window baa a pretty little balcony, into which it 



,1 Google 



BHIEF HISTOEICAL eKETCII OF CADIZ, 325 

opens. We found exceedingly good rooms at the Fonda de 
Guatro Naciones, and a dinner only to he matched at the 
Trois Frires or the Maison Dor6e of the Boulevards des 
Italiens. 

After a long voyage in a steamer, it is quite impossible 
to sleep the first night on shore. We were constantly start- 
ing from our troubled dreams, fancying from the c[TiietTide 
some accident had befallen us, as we heard no longer the 
regular pulsation of the great engine, which had almost be- 
come a part of our existence, having listened to it for eighteen 
days and nights. 

Cadiz is a very ancient city. It was founded by the 
Phoanioiane, hundreds of years before the building of Borne. 
Upon the coat-of-arms of the city is the figure of Hercules, 
by whom the inhabitants say it was built. Then came the 
dominion of the Moors, and afterwards the Spaniards. Whea 
America was discovered, a golden prosperity beamed upon 
Cadiz, which was lost as soon as the Spanish Possessions in 
the New World proclaimed themselves free. It is strictly a 
commercial place, and has now only a population of sixty 
thousand. The city is upon a rocky point of land, joined to 
the peninsula by a narrow isthmus. The sea surrounds it 
on three sides, beating against the walls, and often throwing 
the spray over the ramparts. On the fourth side it is pro- 
tected by a strong wall, and bridges over the wide ditch. 
At night they aro drawn up, thus isolating the town com- 
pletely. 

The fish-market of Cadiz is said to be the best in the 
world, and the most remarkable variety w;ere served up to us 
at breakfast; after which we walked around the city. The 
sea-ramparts extend at least four miles. They servo as a 
protection against the waves of the Atlantic, which come 
rollinjr in upon them with vast power. They are a source of 
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expense and aasiety to tte people, aud yet as iiecessai'j to 
the preservation of tieir city as are the dikes of Holland or 
the levees along the Mississippi. 

The Alameda 18 delightful. It is planted with trees, and 
is just upon the wall looking oeean-ward. la the centre is a 
statue of Hercules, (the founder of the city.) Upon this 
promenade appear at eveniag all the hewitching Gaditanas, 
thiiB called in the time of the Romans, from the name of the 
city, which was Gades. They were celebrated eren then for 
their wonderful fascination, and though all else is changed, 
that charm still is possessed by the women of Cadiz. It is 
not so mnch the beanfy of feature but the wondrous grace 
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As wo paased along the streets, ^nd looked up at the bal- 
conies hanging over them, I often thought of the " girl of 
Cadiz," described by Byron, and wished a vision aa lovely 
might meet my eyes. At last, coming to a balcony enclosed 
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in glass, and filled with brilliant flowers, a face appeared 
above them radiant with youth and beauty. The eyes were 
large and startlinglj bright, and the lips fresh as " moist 
coral." Allowing the party to pass on, I stopped to gaze 
upon her, enchanted that I had realized the poet's descrip- 

" PrometlieuE-like, from Heaven she atole 
The fire that through ttose Eilken lashes 
Id darkest glances seeni^ to roll, 
From eyea that cannot hide their Bashes. 
Through many a, chme 'tis mine to roam. 
Where many a soft and lovely maid ia. 
But none abroad, and few at home, 
May match the dark-eyed ^rl of Cadiz." 

Admiration is always appreciated in these sunny ol n es and 
the young creature evidently reading it in my face s n led 
and gracefully waved her hand as I walked away. 

On Sunday we accompanied our Consul, Mr B ton a 
kind old gentleman, to the cathedral: It is very large and 
handsome. The interior has fine marbles and sculpt r 
The pillars dividing tho aisles aro immense, each one eons st 
ing of sis Corinthian columns, around the ce tre shaft 
There are but few pictures. In the Acadeniia we s w the 
last paintjng of Murillo. He fell from the scaffolding while 
working upon it, broke his leg, and was taken to Seville, 
where ho died in a few montlis. This picture, to which there- 
fore a touching interest is imparted, represents " The Mar- 
riage of St. Catherine." Portions of it were finished by his 
pupil Osorio, but wherever the hand of the great master had 
over laid the first color, it was respected saorodly. Henee 
the painting has an unfinished look. 

Mr. Burton carried ua to the old Moorish gateway, which 
still remains as a record of their departed glory. 
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At night we accompanied a party to tho theatre, to see 
a zarzuela (vaudevine), which was admirably rmse en so&ne 
and acted. After it came the Spanish national dances. 
Wo had seen them executed in Paris, by the troupe of Petra 
Camera, but they were but as a shadow to the wild abandon 
of those we witnessed here. Among them was the Jaieo de 
Xeres, introduced in America by tho famous Fanny EUaler. 
There was a wonderful bounding grace in the movements of 
tie dancer — an impassioned light within her great glittering 
eyes, thrilling to behold. Then followed several other tumul- 
tuous dances, ending with a love-scene between two peasants, 
called the Maja and the Maj'o. Their costume was singu- 
larly picturesque. The girl seemed very young, with a lithe 
and graceful form, eaveloped in a sdya (petticoat) of rather 
moderate length, thus revealing well-rounded legs and deli- 
cate feet. A velvet bodice covered her bosom, so perfectly 
adjusted to the form, it appeared painted upon it. Around 
tho small waist was a faj'a (scarf), with the ends hanging 
down. The youth was decked out in a rich jacket, slashed 
with velvet, and a vest bright with buttons. Then crimson 
breeches, gay-colored stockings, and delicate slippers. Both 
wore tho round velvet hat of Andalucia, and both were 
strikingly handsome. They passed through all tlie phases of 
" love-making," admiration, hope, hesitation, fear. When tho 
Majo advanced, the maiden fled ; when he affected to fiy, she 
quickly pursued, and thus they proceeded, at times with slow 
and languid steps, then with fierce, wild oagorneas, the music 
well illustrating the various emotions of the dancers, until 
the Maja yielded hgr hand to the lover, and then with inter- 
lacing arms they bent low before tho audience, and ended 
their animated and voluptuous dance. 

There are no chimneys to the houses, and during the morn- 
ing it was really cold. Complaining of this, they brought a 
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hrasero iDto our parlor, filled with charcoal. Around this 
we gathered. What a contrast to our good coal-fires at 
lipme ! However, at mid-day we walked out and found the 
paseoa all filled with tlic Gaditauas, their veils lloatirg back, 
and their fana gaily fluttering. The Flaza de Mina is plaut- 
ed with orange trees, beneath which are numerous stone 
benches. Many persona were seated upon them to enjoy the 
sunshine, both its brightness and its warmth. Again were 
we attracted by the peculiar walk of the women, so natural 
ia its grace, and bo attractive. Wc did not wonder Byron 
should have written, 

" Whcu Fnplioa fcil by Time,— accursed Time 1 
The Queen wio conquers all, mast yield to ihee, — 
i, tut sought as warm a dime ; 



The G-aditanas are excessively fond of flowers, and as they 
have no gardens or yards wherein to cultivate them, they 
convert their balconies, very often, into small conservatories, 
01- place great vases, filled with plants and diminutive trees, 
upon the flat roofs of the houses ; thus imparting a gay and 
cheerful aspect to the city. In the midst of these masses of 
flowers were frecLuently seated the females of the family, sew- 
ing, or playing the guitar. 

Not far from Cadiz is the town of Zeres, where the 
famous sherry wine is made. There are, likewise, many 
other points of interest around it. Upon La Isla is a for- 
tress, said to have been built upon the site of the " Temple 
of Hercules." Thea there is La Carraca, (the navy-yard,) 
where Csesar moored his long galleys, and where lay the 
galleons, called the " Twelve Apostles," filled with treasure 
taken by Essex. At the Carraea a school is established. 
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Tferj like iini jcatitution of West Point where nual ofticers 
are educated, and aie taught, in addition to the nautical 
soience, the languigei, ind the elegant accomplishments of 
society Si Fernando s.nd La Ptierta a,re towna near by 
They have immense warehouse'Sj whore the sherry wines are 
brought previous to their transportation to foreyn lauds 

March lih — At ten thi? morning we left oui excellent 
hotel of the " Four Nations," and paised down along the 
seawall to the Mole where we emhiiked m the Teodosio 
A smdl! calun on the detk hid beca tiken foi uh, and thus 
we weie \erj comfoi tdble After a long delay, the steamer 
started and moved slowly awa,y from the city. It la cer- 
tainly one of the brightest and freshest-looking towns I ever 
gazed upon. Tho white houses, with the green balconies at 
every window, seemed in the distance as though myriads of 
vines were climbing up them. 

Leaving the bay, we plunged into the long rolling bil- 
lows of the Atlantic, afld bade 

"Adieu! fair Cadiz, a long adieu!" 

then turning the cape, upon which was once tho Phcenician 
light-house called " the Kock of the Sun," we came to St. 
Lucar. There Magellan fitted out the fleet which first cir- 
cumnavigated the globe. The Infanta and tho Duke de 
Montpensier have a palace near the town, whore they spend 
tho summer. Not far from St. Lucar we entered the river, tho 
Wada-l-Kebir of the Arabs, and the JJen Baro of the gipsies. 
Many poets haye sung its praises as " bright and flowing," 
but reality showed ua a dark, muddy stream, moving lazily 
between flat, sterile banks, while afar off waa the Marisma, 
a barren waste, where herds of cattle, flocks of sheep, and 
multitudes of horses, were grazing. Now and then we saw a 
e peasant, the shepherd of these flocks, standing by 
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hia straw iut. Along the verge of the horizon was a chain 
of mountains, upon whose dark surface gleamed many white 
Tillages, and at regular jnterrals rose up the aialayas, 
erected hy Hannibal. They were used to transmit intelli- 
gence of the approach of an enemy, and clouds of smoke hy 
day and file hy night were the s'^jiiak used PImy speaks of 
them as tl e tenor of puatcs and Charles the Fifth deemed 
them sn useful he caused them to be repaired Thej are 
built of a composition called iapia which timo hardens into 
solid stone We pa'^sed the mouth of the Rio Tinto upon 
which stands the convent where Columbus on tuf:,ast and 
wanderer receiied chanty fiom the k nd prior who inter 
ceded with Isabella and thus foiwarded the plans f the 
great discoverer Ere Columbus Billed ho madi, a pil 
grimage to tho convent and recened the bkssmg of the 
aged monk 

As the day wore on we eame to plains of verdant grass 
dotte 1 here and thcro with a curious tree caDed the pme 
It is without branches on the truuk 1 ut at the top they 
sprea 1 out prec ely like in uml rella Advancmg higher 
up the streim we saw occasionally a small tillage hilf 
hidden ami 1 tho orange trees and 1 y the marg n of the 
river a -tr p of leUow mi up n whiL.h the young peasants 
were walking Aa I lo ked up n them how freshly to my 
mind ai Dse the prettj 1 ttle po m of Fidelity written 
long voars ago by a &j.ani h ■iuthor 

One cvt of t cautv when the sun 

W aa on tlia stream of Guadalqu v r 

To gold conyer ing one by one 

The npploa of tbat Dnghty nrer. 

Beside ine On the bank wsa seated 

A Serille girl with dark hrownhair, 

And eyes that might the world bare cheated — 

A wild, bright, wicked, diamond pair. 
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" Slie stooped, and wrote upon the Bund, 
Jnat as the loving sun was going, 
With Buch a fair, white, shining hand, 
I could hare Bworn 'twas aiiver flowing : 
Her words were three, uni not one more. 
What could Jiianita's motto be ? 
The Syren wrote up.on the shore, 
'Death, not Incon^tanci/ 1 ' 

"And then her two large, languid eyes 
So fell on mine, that, devil tolie me I 
I could have fired the woVld with sighs, 
And was the fool ahe chose to make me. 
St. Trancis would have been deceived 
With such an eje and Buch a hand; 
But one week more I and I believed 
As much the woman aa the sand," 

Just as the Giraida, the great tower uf the oathedi-il, 
came in sight we made a turn m the nvci, lud found our 
Belves passing hetween gioies, or rathoi fore&ta of crange 
trees, ladm with the golden hued fruit Never, eien in 
tropn,al lands, had we seon such unmenae tiees Theie 
were multitudes of men, women, and childien githeiing the 
oranges and placing them in piles like mimie mountains 
Along the hank were sloops and ochooners, into which sailors 
were shovelling the fruit as they do " coals at Newcastle." 
Then we came to the olive groves, sober and auhdued like a 
pretty widow in half-mourning. The trees arc planted in 
long lines, and every hill and small einineaoe was decked 
witk ttem, as though they wore a coronet. 

We anchored just near Las Delicias (the Delights), the 
pnhlic walk of the Sevillianos. Fancy could scarcely pic- 
ture a more lovely scene than that which met our eyes in 
the soft light of that exquisite evening. The paseo is appro- 
priately named. It is indeed the al)ode of delight, and es- 
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tenda one milt, along the Guadalijuivir Tlicre aie aicTiucs 
of orange tre^s and gardens of floweii lowers of losei ar 
bora of jeBsamme, and tparkliEg fonnt'iin^ Through it 
pa'f'iea a cirrnge roid, where miny elegant ei^iiipages were 
diiving and noble ind ^&l\ixt eavoU/vos praneing along on 
thoir fine steeds of the true Andalnoan hlnod There were 
crowds ot persons of o^ ery variety of station and drcsg The 
women woie the giaceful mintilla of sillc ci \%oe inJ the 
raci!. had great cloaks almost like the Eoman tog'* One end 
of the cipe they adroitly ca'Jt over the month when they 
fiist leaie t loom and encounter the ooH au 

"ft e lauded and ascended the bink thi mgh a dense 
i_iowd of people Eut it was not like the throcga of other 
cities as we approiphed they all made wiy fjr us, taking 
ffi their cap'' and hats m the most giaceful manner and 
bowing to us Thus we enteicd pioud Senile Oui 
bonnets were endently ctiiiosities to them and told at once 
wp weie English oi Americans and theretore sti^ngcrs, and 
in no part oi the woild ire strangers more kindly treated 
than m bpain Ah ' how often in our wmderinj^s there did 
we meit the warm and cordial ^leeting of those who only 
t.uew us to bo horn a, toieign land ' How many pleaaant 
attentions enciicled us I How many giatifymg inridenta at 
tended our sojourn 1 And these came not only from those 
of high position in society, but from the peasants, and lower 
classes of people chance threw us among. 

The beauty and the animation of Las Deliciaa were so 
inviting, we lingered there until it was deep night; then 
taking a carriage, drove rapidly through tlio narrow streets 
to the Fonda de Paris, where we have a charming apart- 
ment, with frescoed ceiling, looking out upon Im Plaza de 
la Magddena. And now to sleep, and return in dreams to 
my own dear home. 
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Her 6h-eagth, hor wcaltt, her alte of ancient deya." 

Mufh &A— Seville is tiuly an interesting city, and wo 
l& ml several days there in tlie moat delightful manner. 
Although foi ndeJ. m th tiroo of the Phcenicians, it only be- 
came tamous m the ieign of Julius Csesar, who gave it all 
hia patronage and calli.d it " Little Bome." When the 
Moors captured it they destroyed the Koman hou.sea| and 
with the matenaK built up dweJlings after their own graeefiil 
and peculiar style Thus SoTiiie remains more purely 
M oiiah in architeetuio than any other town in Spain. 

Our fir^t visit f c urso was to the cathedral. In 1163 
Abu Iwuf erected on the great scjuare a noble mosque, 
which WIS fulled down two hundred years afterwards, and 
the piespnt vist Goth l structure built up in its place. The 
nave only needs a few feet to make it as high as that of 
St. Peter's at Kome. The oblong form of the ancient mosque 
has been retained. Its length is four hundred and fifty feet, 
and its width three hundred. There are seven aisles, and 
ninety windows of stained glass, of the most remarkable 
brilliancy of color. At mid-day, when the sunlight streamed 
through them, the effect was glorious. The bright rays, 
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tinged with rainbow hues, stole into every dark nook of the 
edifice, gildicg with beauty tho sculptured features of a saint, 
or irradiatiDg the dim outline of the sacred picture. The 
cdtar mayor {t\ia great altar) is superb. All the events in tho 
life of our Holy Saviour, from his birth to his death, are 
carved in oak. In the rear are the organ and the coro. The 
pipes of the organ are like a great forest of bamboo canes. 
Along the front of this grand altar {said to be the largest 
carving in oak known to tho world), were kneeling quite a num- 
ber of the SeviUanas, a m t nl h3 as statues, with their eyes 
upon the image of th V g Th y did not even manifest 
woman's curiosity, by tu n 
them. In the centre i th 
Colon, tie son of Columl 
ble pavement, upon which ai 
epitaph containing the w 
gave a new world." 1 m 
lumbus was buried th 
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every aliip brought an accession of gifts to the cathedral ; and 
although, during the wars of Napoleon, many of the treasures 
were taken away, enough yet remain to make the custodia a 
marvel of wealth. Tie key of the city, delivered to San 
Fernando when he captured it from the Moors, was shown to 
ua ; also a vase of rock crystal, which contains within it one 
of the thorns from the Saviour's crown. 

In the Sola Capitular, with its fine ceiling and remark- 
able pavement, hangs the wonderful picture by Murillo of 
" Ihe Conception." It is ccrtoinly almost divine. It seems 
to live, to breathe, and the eyes of the Virgin beam with a 
holy light, which steals into the soul, and lingers there for 
long hours afterwards. There were also paintings of Pa- 
checo, and several other artists of celebrity. 

In the librarj of the cathedral we saw many interesting 
lettir^ of Columbui The old librarian kindly permitted me 
to read them They were written in a bold, forcible hand; 
the "itylo was teiso and graphic. In one he described the 
OLlipsL of the sun in Jamaica, and the means by which he 
told the difilrcnco of time between the two hemispheres. 
There was a bnght and cheerful spirit in his language, a firm 
energy and determmation in his words, indicating clearly that 
mdomitable will which soared above all obstacles. In some 
of the letters there were tiaoes of sadness and sorrow at the 
unkindness ot his countrymen , but like a golden thread, 
thiuugh both triumph and disippomtraent, ran the deep 
and abidmg trust in the goodnesi of God, and perfect sub- 
mission to his wisdom A fine portrait of Columbus bangs 
in the library, wheio al=!o was the fimous sword of Fernan 
Gonaalvo, the great captain m the Moorish wars. His hand 
must have possessed a giant's strength to have wielded it. 
From the library we went down into the " Court of 
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where there is a fountain. It was used by the Moslems for 
their ahlutiona, and was oaOed the " aaered water." 

Among the buildings still heariug the impress of the 
Moora, none interested me more than the Giraida, an im- 
mense tower, whence the meuddin called out tlie hour of 
prayer to the faithful followers of the prophet. It is a fai 
more graceful structure than the famous " Tower of the 
Clock " at Venice. It may be styled entirely Moorish, rising 
to the height of two hundred and fifty feet. Dim colors, aa 
of ancient frescoes, peep out from the time-worn surface, 
which is broken by Saracenic arches, and covered by deeply 
cut arahesque tracery. A spire, one hundred feet high, was 
added to the Giralda in 1698, by Binz, a Spanish architect. 
The pinnacle is crowned with a hronze statae of Faith, named 
by the people Qiraldillo. Although the figure weighs many 
thousand pounds, it turns and veers with every breeze. 
The Giralda is now the belfry of the cathedral. There are 
many great bolls, baptized, and under the protection of two 
female saints, Justina and Eufina. They were lovely girls, 
the daughters of a potter of Triana, who were put to deati 
in 2S7, because they refused to bow in homage before the 
statue of Venus. 

The ascent of the towor is not difficult. We went up 
spiral steps, called ramps, so wide and gradual, persons have 
gone up on horseback. The view is grand and extensive. 
The oitj lay at oar feet, with many of ita streets so narrow, 
the houses appeared separated from each other by only a few 
feet. Then came the encircling walls, built by Cscsar thou- 
sands of years ago, and seeming still as though they would 
endure for centuries. Just near the bank of the river were 
the ruins of the old Moorish castle, used in the Spanish time 
as the abode of the terrible Inquisition. Beyond the Guadal- 
quivir was the town of Triana., wliere the gipsies live, and 
Vol. I.— 15 
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afar off tte ruins of J^a^ira, founded by Seipio Africa nus, 
after lie had espoUed the Carthaginians front Sjiiiin. Under 
his fostering care it bucame the rival first, and then the 
superior, of Seville. It was the birthplace of Trajan, and 
of the excellent Theodosius, both Bomaii empevora. There 
too was Silius, the poet, horn. Under the Gtoths and the 
Moorish dominion it continuod populous and flourishing. It 
appears singular there is no record of the cause of its <le- 
atruction, unless it were hj some convulsion of nature, which 
oierthrew the towers, templea, and houses. There are still 
traces of an amphitheatre, and columns of rare beauty are 
often dug up from the mass of earth and stone which have 
buried it deep for centurieb. 

Leaving these ruins, the eye rested upon a fertile and 
luxuriant country, with fields of wheat and hilb of olive 
trees, groves of the orange and hedges of the cactus plant. 
Villages and farm-houses, sheltered by the wide-spreading 
branches of the chestnut, rose up in all directions, and the 
long aqueduct, with well-dcfinud arches, stretching across 
the plain to the mountain-heights of Oarmona. Afar off, 
winding between verdant ban'fs, was the Unadal^uivir 
Touched by the sunlight, it was indeed the "bright and 
shining river " "f the poet. Long we gazed upon the glowing 
panorama, and only after repeated summiins could leave it. 
Coming down, we drove to tte Alcazar, one of the most 
gorgeous specimens of the remarkable arctilecturo of the 
Moors. It is built upon the spot once occupied by the 
" honso of Cscsar," and has sonio of the peculiarities of all 
the different nations who have inhabited it. However, its 
strongest nationality of aspect is from the Moorish kings, 
who made within ite walls a paradise of beauty. There is 
one court with an entire Moorish fatade, with pointed arches 
and i)\ Lrhangiiig roof. The teulpture is ornamented with 
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gilding and rich colors; and nothing can be imagiDcd more 
graceful and delicate ttan the light carving of the arches 
which spring from pillar to pillar around tJie " Hall of the 
Ambassadors," built by Peter the Cruel, in exact imitation 
of the " Hall of the Alhambra " at Granada. A balcony be- 
neath the tracery, ■wrought in marble, runs arouad it, where 
the women assembled to look down upon the banquet-scene 
below them. But not always was it the " abode of mirth ; " 
for upon the marble pavement yet remains the stain of 
blood. It was the blood of the fair young brother of Peter 
the Cruel, whom he caused to be murdered in that glittering 
hall, while he stood in the balcony above to witness his 
death-struggle. 

All the doors are composed of small pieces of wood, 
forming a perfect mosaic. Then we passed through lung, 
vaulted oon-idorB and audience- eh ambers, with sculpture and 
feiry-like arabeaijues cut within the walls and eeilingB. Every 
thing was oriental, breathing of the romance and poetry 
of the Bast. Peter the Cruel, who prided himself upon 
being "half a Moorish king," restored and preserved the 
adornments of the ancient sovereigns. Isabella and Fer- 
dn and nade additions to the Alcazar «s did als Charles the 
Pifth who heie espoused Isabel of Portugal 

Under the jalaoe we saw the prison of Blanche of Oai 
tile where she w s kept by her husband foi long months 
plauel theie the day tfter her nuitials with h m Near by 
were tie Mooi sh baths callel ifterwaids the Bath's of 
Mdria de Padillo in honoi of the beautiful mistress ot 
Petei the Cruel Her portrait adorns one of the halls and 
gives an earnest of that bewitching loiehness which could 
even subdue the figer-hearted monarch. 

Ascending from the dim, dark prison of the hapless 
Blanche, we came out upon a terrace overhanging the gar- 
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great wonder of the garden. It was planted more than four 
hundred years ago, by Peter the Cruel, and ia still strong 
and luxuriant. It covers a great spaee of ground, and 
almost equals the banyaa tree of the East, which is said to 
shelter a regiment of men. The branches of the orange tree 
are so heavy, that long pillars have been placed under them 
to sustain their weight. At least fifty persons eould stand 
beneath it, and be perfectly shielded from the sun's rays. 
The fruit is of a deep golden hue, and not so pleasant to the 
taste as the oranges of Cuba. 

The Casa de PUaios (the house of Pontius Pilate) nest 
oceupied our attention. Around this edifice are gathered 
many wild legends and stories, from which, however, we 
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pluck the trutli, that It was huilt ahout the fourteenth cen- 
tury, hy a noble Spaniard, who made a pilgrimage to the 
Holy Land, and upon hia return erected this palace in pre- 
oise imitation of that of the Eomaii tetrarch at Jerusalem. 
The architecture is of the Saracenic- Gothic, and the grand 
stairway is magnificent. Near the first landing is a painting 
of the cage containing the cock which " crowed thrice " when 
Peter denied his Lord. Then comes the corridor, where 
the guard of the centurions were seated, and the balcony 
whence the Eoman goyernor proclaimed the sentence of 
death upon the Saviour. The palace helongs now to the 
Duke of Medina-Cseli, who is endeavoring to restore it to its 
former grandeur. There were multitudes of workmen re- 
painting it after the Moorish style, or retouching and re- 
calling to view the lingering traces of tho past, 

" Before Decay's effacing fingers, 
Have swept the lines where beauty lingers." 

In the centre of the building was a pleasant square, called 
the " Court of Orange Trees." The earth under the trees 
was entirely covered with banks of violets. Through these 
wo passed to a charming studio, where an artist was painting 
pictures of the Duke and Duchess of Mediua-Cseli, to send 
to the Paris Exposition. He had, besides, a vast collection 
of pictures representing the national costumes of Spain : 
those of the maja and majo of Andalueia were particularly 
attractive. In one of the long galleries we saw many statues 
and columns which have been dug np from the ruins of 
Ztalica. 

Leaving all these relics of by-gone days, we drove out 
into the country, and along the banks of the Guadalquivir 
to Las Dolicias, which had so charmed us the evening of 
our arrival. It was just the hour for the promenade, and 
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the a en ad wilLa wore filled w th ^ a et 1 a ! lo elj 
women all dres ed n blaeL w th lon^ mint 1 i an I b 1 
1 1 t fans Tie men were handsome an 1 rol ust n p 
pearanee w tl a gallant aad ci ivalr o bea ng 

In let ru ng we stopped it the Palioe of St Tel o 
oce p ed 1 V the Infanta and 1 er h« ban 1 the Dnke de 
MontpenB e It wat, once a c n ent but now an el fa e 
sh n ng w tl g It n 1 gorgeo oly embell sb d w th wh te 

Vs we eniere 1 the walls we p 8 ed tl e Towe of 
&oI 1 wl el th hev llanos say was [ u It by J" 1 s (. ne r 
It bears how ver verj ele^l: eT d noea of ts Moo ah 
orgn 

The bo ses of Seville a e eonstr cted n the most agree 
able fashion ■ they all have an afnum or court m tie centre 
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world 80 suggealive, to me, of purity, holiness, and S' 
Thft figure of tie Virgin, in his pictures, bas a bewildering 
beanty, which enchaata tbe most stoical heart. The whit« 
and blue drapery flows around the form as though enamored 
of the loveliness it enveloped. The eyes raised to Heaven 
express the holy joy of her virgin soul — 

" Her graceful arma in raeekneKB bending 
Across her gently budding breast." 

Around her were groups of angels, floating aa it were in a sea 
of golden light. Hours passed in the contemplation of these 
pietureg of Murillo, and though there were many other noble 
paintings by famous artists, they could not withdraw my 
admiration from Murillo. 

Velasquez is likewise a native of Seville, but very few of 
his pictures are here. In the church of the Oaridad there 
is a striking picture, called "The Thirst of Murillo." Its 
subject is Moses smiting the rock, and the thirst of the mul- 
titudes around is developed in the most bold and striking 
manner. 

From the Muaeo we walked through many narrow streets, 
until we came to the house where Murillo lived. His paint- 
ing-room was a bright and cheerful spot, opening into a gar- 
den with statues and fountains. He was buried in the church 
of Santa Cruz, which was destroyed by the French. There 
is now a tablet beneath the " Descent from the Cross," by 
Campana, with an iusoription to his memory, although the 
dust of his mortal tenement has long since been cast forth to 
mingle with earth. 

Having a great curiosity to see the gipsies, one morning 
we crossed the Guadalquivir and drove to Triana, a small 
town opposite to Seville. The origin of this remarkable 
people, the giianos, or zingalt, is enwrapt in mystery. 
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They have appeared in all the countries of Europe, and sud- 
deuly Fanished, none knew how or where. Thej say of 
themselves tLat their ancestors were driven away from Egypt, 
their native land, because they refnsed shelter and succor to 
the holy Virgin and the cliild Jesua. As apuuishwent for 
this cruelty, the Almighty doomed them to wander until the 
last day over all the earth, every where houseless and de- 
spised. Like (he Jews, they have preserved the peculiar 
type of feature which marks them as apart from the rc&t of 
the human race. They have a rich brown huo of complexion, 
between the olive of the Spaniard, and the bronze color of 
our Indiana. Their eyes are wonderful, so large, glittering, 
and metallic in their light. There is a burning intensity in 
their gaze, which absolutely fascinates the beholder ; and we 
could readily believe the story of the guide, that a zingali 
girl will BO entirely magnetize a person, whose fortune she 
is telling, be will be quite nnronscious of baling his poektt 
picked during the time. We p-ja'^ed through m-iny dark 
alley waya, too narrow to be e died streets where they livt 
in miserable bouses crumbling with deciy Tbey ajpeared 
quite unfurnished ; and a large pile ot ashes, m the centre of 
the room, indicated it was then only bed, foj upon it nere 
laying several children almost nalced 

When the gipsy women are quite young, they are reilly 
beautiful, and their forms are of exquiiite proportions •ind 
graceful development; but time ind poveity sjon cbinge 
thom to'objectsfrightfiil to look upon The fierce, witcb 1 ko 
expression of an old gitana woman is likewise beyond descrip 
tion. The men are stalwart and robuit, extremely putur 
eaque in costume, with high pointed hats, cloaks of sheep-skin, 
crimson faja sash around their waist, breeches of leather, 
and a gay-colored handkerchief about their necks. They 



,1 Google 



THE orpsiES. 345 

were occupied, iiiany of tliem, as blaoJrsmitts, and some were 
esamining lioraes. It is said they are vastly skilled as joelt- 
eys, and have a singular power over the most restive horse, 
rendering him, hy one whispered word, as docile as a lamb. 
Prom this fact, the peasants often say " the zingali are 
leagued with the devil." The women are all fortune-tellers, 
and sell love-spells and powders. Although treacherous 
cheats and thieves, they are celebrated for their chastity, 
while the men are free from the vice of drunkenness. 

Looking into one of the wretched houses, we saw a moat 
■lovely young creature, about fifteen, reclining on her bed of 
ashes, with a grace of attitude which would have befitted a 
queen. Her eyes were as radiant as though the very sunlight 
were concentrated in the dark orbs, and her long hair fell 
like a black liiautiUa around her neck and bosom. When I 
spoke to her, she opened her full voluptuous lips, and smiUng, 
revealed teeth of pearly whiteness. What a study for au 
artist was this nide zingali girl ! What a model for a sculp- 
tor 1 H6w ardently did we wish some kind hand might 
snatch this beautiful flower from the ruin and eontsmination 
around. 

From Triana we recrossed the G-nadalquivir, and drove 
to the FSrica de Tabacos, where snuff and cigars are made. 
The building is of vast dimensions, and belongs to the gov- 
ernment. It is surrounded by a moat, and is a most dreary- 
looking spot. There were four thonsaad women engaged in 
rolling up cigars. There were four great vaulted rooms, each 
containing one thousand women seated at small tables, assort- 
ing, cutting, and rolling the leaves into cigars. Poor crea- 
tures I they toil from seven in the morning until seven at 
night, and only receive twenty cents as wages per day. 
They had a pallid, unhealthy look, as though ill fed. They 
Tol. I.— 15* 
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